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THE ROCK AND THE RIVER 


CHAPTER I 

O N a sparkling winter morning in Quebec, a party 
of young people stood talking by the frozen Fleuve 
— ^the one and only river for the inhabitants of French 
Canada, the mighty St. Lawrence. 

“ Ah, good morning. Miss Christine. Glorious morn- 
ing. What a day for roses ! ” 

“ We are admiring this wonderful racer ! ” 

“ Racer ! Gad, yes ! Thoroughbred, eh — ^thorough- 
bred all round. Please present me ! ” 

“ But certainly. Madeleine, may I present my friend 

93 

“ And slave,” miurmured Fitz-Gibbon. 

“ Mr. Fitz-Gibbon, of the 49th, one of General Brock’s 
pet lambs and I warn you a prodigious flirt. Mr. Fitz- 
Gibbon, my dearest friend. Miss Madeleine Van Rancken 
of Albany, New York.” 

With his hand on his heart, the young soldier made a 
profound bow to the young lady. 

“ Do not heed her, I beg you, Miss Van Rancken. 
She is a most cruel slave-dnver ! ” 

The young lady, still a mere child, tall, fair, with 
adorable blue eyes, that coolly scrutinized the young 
Irishman, acknowledged his bow with a stately inclination 
of her head. 

“ And this is Mademoiselle Louise Vallieres, a very 
try^g young friend of mine, of whom I bid you beware,” 

I B 
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continued Miss Christine, indicating a young lady whose 
snapping black eyes and vivacious smile seemed to quite 
justify the warning. 

“ Alas, what chance has a man in the midst of 

such perils ? ” exclaimed Fitz-Gibbon. “ And He 

paused, looking at the young man by the sleigh, whose 
prancing thoroughbred was demanding his full attention. 

“ Oh ! ” said Miss Christine lightly. “ This yoimg 
man, Rory Fraser, Red Rory, Roree Rouge, is one of 
our Malbaie people, a notable hunter, trapper and, as 
you see, the owner of the finest race-horse in the country, 
and la petite Josette McNab, the belle of Malbaie.” 

Red Rory, whose flaming shock of hair fully justified 
his cognomen, bowed slightly to the young soldier, and 
removing his bearskin cap made a sweeping bow to the 
young ladies. 

“ V^at a lovely horse,” said Miss Madeleine, stepping 
lightly towards the beautiful animal. 

“ Pardon ! ” said Red Rory, raising his hand. “ Vi- 
tesse ! ” he cried sharply. “ Saluez ! ” Instantly the 
mare stood on her hind legs and stood pawing the air. 

“ Oh, the darling ! ” cried Mr<^eUne. “ May I touch 
her? ” 

“ Bui stueiy. She is gentle as a kitten. See ! Vi- 
tesse ! Baisez-moi,” said Red Rory, turning his face 
towards the mare. With lips quivering, she nibbled at 
his ear. 

“ Oh, how sweet,” said Madeleine, coming near. 

“ Vitesse ! ” cried Rory. “ Baisez la Mademoiselle ! 
Doucement ! Doucement ! ” 

Very lightly the velvet lips touched the ear of the 
yoimg lady. 

“ V^at a waste 1 ” sighed Fitz-Gibbon. 

“ Oh, you darling ! ” cried Madeleine, putting her arms 
about the proudly arching neck. 

“ Oh ! ” ^oaned Fitz-Gibbon. 

But the girl i^ored him. 

And she is a racer ? ” she said to Red Rory. 
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“ There is none like her,” said Red Rory quiedy. 

“ And gende ? V 

“ Josette can drive her anywhere.” 

Madeleine turned to the girl in the sleigh. 

“ How wonderful ! But not racing.” 

“ Oh, no ! She pulls the sleigh on her bit. But any- 
where else 

“ Ah, what joy ! Perhaps ” She hesitated. 

“ But yes ! Any day if you would come,” said Josette, 
an eager smile lighting her dark eyes. 

The whole company grouped about the mare, admiring, 
questioning. 

“Jove, she looks like some speed, eh?” said Fitz- 
Gibbon, after a critical examination of her points. 

“ Have you her in the Saturday races ? ” 

“ No,” said Red Rory. “ She has no training.” 

“ Holy Mary ! What a killing one could make ! Eh, 
Miss Christine? You are a sport, now.” 

“ If I were, Vitesse would carry my money,” said Miss 
Christine. 

“ And mine,” said Miss Van Rancken. 

“ And mine,” echoed IVGss Vallieres. 

“ Bedad, we must fix it up, young man,” exclaimed 
Fitz-Gibbon. “ By the way, the General would like you 
to see him this afternoon at, say, two o’clock.” Fitz- 
Gibbon’s maimer was as if he were giving an order. 

Red Rory looked him over calmly and replied : 

“ Would he ? I am at the Royal Hotel.” 

“ What the devil ? ” 

“ Qood morning,” said Red Rory. “ Good morning. 
Miss Christine.” He swept a bow to the other young 
ladies, and stepped into his carriole. A word to Vitesse 
and he was away like the wind, leaving Fitz-Gibbon 
staring and speechless. 

“ Well ? ” said Miss Christine with a gay laugh. “ You 
have learned something, Mr. Fitz-Gibbon.” 

“ Now by aU the saints ! ” ejaculated the young man. 
“ And who may he be, if ye please ? ” 
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“ Now you’ll know how to treat a Fraser of Malbaie.” 

“ What ! A son of the Seigneur ? ” 

“ Oh, no ! A cousin of sorts, but still a Fraser of 
Malbaie. Roderick John Fraser, a Lovat Fraser, no less. 
They are all cousins of the chief, you must know.” 

“ But — ^but — ^thc General. What shall I say to hiin ? ” 
sputtered Fitz-Gibbon. “ The young divil ! The in- 
sulting yoimg divil.” ^ 

“ Insulting ? ” said Miss Van Rancken, raising her 
eyebrows at him. “ He gave you his address. The 
Hotel Royale, I believe, was it not, Christine ? ” 

“ Yes. The General might call on him there. Or 
perhaps a polite note might do ? ” Christine was enjoy- 
ing herself mightily. Never had she seen the young 
officer at a loss before. 

“ Better run along, my dear Mr. Fitz-Gibbon, and call 
upon the young man. You will find him quite polite, 
if you remember he is a Lovat Fraser from Malbaie.” 

“ Lovat Fraser ! I’d like to send a file of soldiers after 
him. So I would.” 

“ No, no ! Not unless you send a full platoon. And 
let them be Highlanders. Yon lad killed the bear whose 
skin he is wearing, with his hunting knife,” replied 
Christine. “ I assure you. Red Rory is not to be trifled 
with.” 

“ It is surely a simple thing, Mr. Fitz-Gibbon, if I 
may suggest, that one gentleman should call on another 
gentleman,” said Miss Van Rancken, with a suspicious 
gleam in her blue eyes. 

“ Would you like me to go with you, Mr, Fitz- 
Gibbon ? ” asked Miss Christine demurely. 

“And now_ ye’re having your fun with me. But the 
General. I simply cannot go back to him without the 
promise of that yoimg devil of a barbarian to come to 
him.” 

“ Let us all go,’^ suggested Miss Van Rancken wickedly. 

" Why not, indeed ? ” said Miss Christine. “ Besides, 
who knows he might 



THE ROCK AND THE RIVER 5 

“ Quite true,” said the girl gaily. “ I am dying for a 
ride behind the admirable Vitesse.” 

“ Well, go I must at any rate. But you young ladies 
— ^not a foot of ye ! I want no witnesses to my humilia- 
tion,” replied Fitz-Gibbon wrathfully. 

“ Humiliation ? Not a bit. Red Rory can be a very 
fine gentleman, as his father could before him and as 
his gran’pere, Sandy Fraser, can be to this day. There 
will be no humiliation, Mr. Fitz-Gibbon.” 

Still Mr. Fitz-Gibbon declined their company. But 
the more he declined the more the three young ladies 
protested their determination to see again the adorable 
Vitesse. 

“ Come away, Mr. Fitz-Gibbon. Why make so much 
of a very simple thing ? ” cried Miss Christine im- 
patiently. “ Besides, there is the petite Josette, a dear 
little thing whom I must arrange to see. I shall go to 
call upon her. You are all accompanying.” 

To this Mr. Fitz-Gibbon finally and with much doubt- 
ing assented, and in a few minutes they found themselves 
in the somewhat stufiy parlour of the Royal Hotel. In 
her grandest manner, Miss Christine gave her command. 

Miss Christine Nairne of Malbaie and her fiiends 
desired to see Mr. Fraser and Miss Josette McNab. The 
polite rmftre d’hdtel returned with the information that 
M’sieur Fraser and Mam’selle McNab had gone to the 
river and had not returned. Mr. Fitz-Gibbon glanced 
at his watch. 

“ There is time for a turn on the course. Let iis go 
down. They have quite good horses here.” 

Mademoiselle Valliferes was doubtful as to the pro- 
priety of going down to the ice. There might be a crowd 
there. 

. “ And am I not sufficient chaperon for you, child ? ” 
cried Miss Christine ; “what a little nun you are.” Miss 
Christine’s brusque enthusiasm overcame all scruples, 
and soon behind a spanking pair of French Canadians in 
a double sleigh the party drove down through the Lower 
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Town, threading their way through the crowded narrow 
streets and out upon the ice course on the Fleuve, as the 
habitants with fine discrimination name their mighty 
St. Lawrence. 

“ What a crowd ! ” exclaimed Lotdse. “ Oh, do 
you think, Christine, we ought to go among all those 
people ? ” 

“ Nonsense, little one ! What do you fear ? Am I 
not here ? Not to speak of the gallant Lieutenant Fitz- 
Gibbon.” 

“ Aha ! There is some speeding here ! Oh, for a 
racer,” exclaimed Fitz-Gibbon. 

“ Oh, see, Christine ! There is Vitesse ! ” cried Made- 
leine, who was in the front seat beside the driver. 

“ So it is ! Now we shall see something ! ” 

Upon the ice along the water firont, a double race track 
about a mile long had been laid out, along which a 
number of horses hitched to all sorts of sliding con- 
veyances were careering up and down. The course down 
stream was taken at a moderate pace, but on the return 
up stream, the horses came at racing speed. 

Into the course Fitz-Gibbon tmmed his team, and they 
found themselves trotting along gaily at a smart pace, 
keeping their place in the procession, but when they baH 
reached the turn and had entered the return course every 
horse, single or double, was on his mettle, straining at 
the bit, mad to be away. Soon Fitz-<Jibbon found that, 
however eager his team of sturdy little French Canadians, 
he had to yield place to racing steeds that went roaring 
past. 

“Aha, there’s a bird,” said Fitz-Gibbon, as a tall 
rangy black, in a new-fangled American light cutter, 
went flariiing past. 

“ You know him, Gh^tme ? ” said Madeleine as the 
driver waved to them in passing. 

“ Yes. Tliat is young Freddy Fielding,” said Christine, 
“ wSh his imported English racer. A wonderful horse, 
trsdned in America.” 
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As she spoke a sleigh came roaring over the ice behind 
them, turned out and flashed by. 

“ Vitesse ! Oh, it is Vitesse ! ” exclaimed Madeleine 
in great excitement. 

“ Follow up ! ” cried Christine. " Oh, make the team 
fly, Mr. Fitz-Gibbon.” 

With whip cracking, he sent his team galloping up the 
course, heedless of the rule that trotting was the only gait 
permitted when racing. Galloping, they followed hard 
upon the heels of Vitesse. 

“ Look at her ! Oh, wonderful ! ” Madeleine was 
half standing, leaning over the dashboard. Wonderful it 
was, and mainly because of the smooth, easy grace of 
the mare’s pace. Past all the horses on the course, the 
great black racer sped, his shod feet drumming with the 
sharp staccato on the splintering ice. Close behind him, 
her toes daintily spurning the ice, in smooth effortless 
motion, flew Vitesse. 

A few moments and Madeleine Van Rancken settled 
back in her seat. 

“ She has him easily,” she murmured. 

The race ended with the .great black in front pounding 
the ice in a terrific display of speed, and with Vitesse 
dragging the carriole on her bit smoothly skimming the 
ice, her beautiful head lapping the flank of the black 
before her. 

With difficulty, Fitz-Gibbon brought his galloping team 
to a walk and turned off the course to await the return 
of the two racers. 

When Freddy Fielding had brought his horse to a 
, standstill beside the French Canadians, he leaped from 
his cutter and came forward with outstretched hand to 
Miss Christine. 

“ I saw you ! ” he cried. 

“ A glorious race ! ” she replied. “ And a hard one 
too, Freddy.” 

“ Oh, I was not pressed too hardly.” 

Meantime, while tihe yoimg man was being presented 
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to the company, an exultant crowd of townsfolk had 
crowded about Vitesse and her ^ver, proclaiming in 
boKterous exclamations her superior powers. 

Standing up in the sleigh, Christine summoned Red 
Rory to her. Slowly through her crowding admirers, 
Vitesse daintily picked her way, proudly tossing her 
beautiful head. 

“ Come here, Rory,” ordered Christine. 

Handing the reins to Josette, Red Rory approached 
the sleigh and was duly presented. 

“ You don’t know, I suppose,” said Christine, “ that 
you were racing the fastest horse in Quebec.” 

“ No,” said Red Rory, with a slight laugh. “ A good 
horse indeed, but not the fastest, not now.” 

A chorus of enthusiastic exclamations burst from the 
French-Canadians in the crowd, to many of whom Red 
Rory was well known. Momentarily the crowd grew in 
numbers by the arrival of those who had been driving 
in the course. Among these a number gathered about 
Freddy Fielding to congratulate him on his victory. 

“ Another victory, Freddy, my boy,” cried a big red- 
faced, loud-voiced man,, whose accents proclaimed him a 
recent arrival from England. “ My word ! The Black 
Duke is piling ’em up, eh what? After all, blood 
will teE. By Jove, there is nothing like the Home-bred 
stock.” 

Except the Canada bred. Colonel,” said a gentleman. 
“ Look at this bit of horse-flesh.” A shout greeted his 
words. 

" Ah, M. Bedard,” said Ae Colonel, with a slight 
stiffening of manner. “ A fine and dainty mare she is, 
^e enough. Yes, sir, I grant you, a very pretty beast 
iiKle«d,” continued the Colonel, critically sczinning the 
ntMure. “ Canada bred, you say ? ” 

^ “ Right down the river, sir, at Malbaie. I know some 
Ihmg about radng stock. I have often seen the 
Dr^ perform, but never this beauty till to-day, 
b«t ^te carries my money. Colonel.” ' 
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“ Ah ! You mean ? ” 

“ But certainly, to a moderate extent. I am a poor 
newspaper man, Colonel.” 

“ A race ! A race ! ” shouted the mercurial Canadians, 
in whose veins the racing, sporting blood ran hot. 

“ What do you say, Freddy ? ” 

“ Not t5-day. Colonel. My horse has been four times 
over the course, but any time after this week. After 
Saturday.” 

“ But of course ! ” exclaimed M. Bedard. “ It is a 
noble horse. What do you say, Roree? Oh, permit 
me. Colonel Gregory, my friend, M. Roree Fraser of 
Malbaie.” 

“ Malbaie ? ” exclaimed the Colonel, shaking hands 
cordially with Red Rory. “ Any relation of my friend. 
Colonel Malcolm Fraser ? ” 

“ Not to speak of. Colonel,” said Red Rory, with a 
laugh. Merely a habitant-Highlander.” 

“ The Fraser Highlander stock. Colonel,” said M. 
Bedard, clapping Red Rory on the shoulder. " The 
premier fur trapper, hunter of Canada, as his soldier 
father and grandfather before him.” 

“ And a good sport too,” said the Colonel with a 
wave towards Vitesse. 

“ Exactly ! The finest horse in Quebec.” 

“ Ah ! That reminds me, M. B6dard. A little sport, 
eh ? What do you say ? ” 

“ But most certainly. Colonel.” 

“ A hundred or so ? ” 

“ Very good ! Excellent ! Now then, Roree, we shall 
trim these fine English sports,” said M. Bedard, glee- 
fully rubbing his hands. “ One hundred dollars for a 
little race ? Eh ? Mon vieux ? ” 

Red Rory laughed. “ Let us ask Vitesse, eh ? ” he 
said. 

“ You make sport of me,” said M. Bedard. 

“You mistake me. Observe. Mam’selle Vitesse, will 
you race for a bet?” 
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Vitesse shook her head violently. The whole crowd 
burst into delighted laughter. 

“ By Jove ! ” exclaimed the Colonel. “ And she is a 
lady, what ? ” 

“ Because she is a lady,” murmured Miss Van Rancken. 

Red Rory caught the words and smiled at her. 

“ I have it ! ” exclaimed M. Bedard, smiting his mit- 
tened hands together. “ We must have the race. The 
honour of Canada is at stake. * Le Canadien * will offer 
a purse. Is it not so. Colonel ? ” 

“ Oh, my dear M. Bddard. Let us keep the thing 
clean.” 

“ Clean ? What do you mean, sir ? Clean ? ” In an 
instant the whole atmosphere was changed. All smiles 
were gone from the crowd. Angry murmurs rose. The 
Cana^ans drew close, jostling, pushing. 

“ I am no politician, M. BMard. I dislike the dirty 
mess. Frankly I loathe your ‘ Canadien,’ nasty treason- 
able rag.” 

“ Tien ! ” shouted M. Bedard. “ Enough I ‘ Le Cana- 
dien’ is no treasonable rag. Fiat justitia mat cwlum is its 
motto I Permit one to say 

“ M. Bedard,” interrupted Red Rory with his gay 
laugh, “ let us leave it to Vitesse.” 

He proved towards the mare’s head. 

" Ma petite, ecoutez-moi ! ” 

The mare threw up her lovely head and pricked for- 
ward her ears. Red Rory addressed her in French. 

“ You like ‘ Le Canadien ’ ? ” The mare answered 
with a slight nod. 

“ Ah, not too much ! ” said Red Rory. 

The crowd broke into a roar of laughter in which 
M. Bedard joined. 

“ You race for the purse offered by ‘ Le 
Cknadien ’ ? ” Inamediately the mare shook her head 
violently. " What ? You will not ? ” 

_ The response was a violent shaking of head and body 
titt the harness lattled on her back. 
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“ Vitesse will not race for purse nor politics. But she 
will face for honotu:. Pour Phonneur, Vitesse ? Pour 
rhonneur, n’est-ce pas ? ” 

The mare arching her neck stood on her hind feet, 
pawing with her front feet in air. 

“ Oh, what a darling ! ” exclaimed Madeleine Van 
Rancken. 

“ She wiU race Monsieur’s Black Duke any day for 
honour,” said Red Rory with a bow to Freddy Fielding, 

The threatened storm clouds were blown away. The 
good-humoured crowd laughed, cheered, offered and took 
private wagers, while Colonel Gregory and M. Bedard 
arranged with Freddy Fielding and Red Rory the details 
of the race. 

“ Very clever, by all the powers ! ” said Fitz-Gibbon. 

“ Who is he, Christine ? ” 

“ You heard M. Bedard, Madeleine. A habitant- 
Highlander. A Fraser father and grandfather, habitant 
mother and grandmother. I’ve known him since he was 
a wee one. Two years in Edinbmrgh, hunter, trapper, 
fisherman, dog-racer, horse-racer, and a devil to fight. 
One of the Seigneur Colonel Fraser’s censitaires. Gardez 
le coeur, ma ch^rie,” said Christine with a laugh. “ He 
is dangerous.” 

The American girl’s head went up, but her eyes were 
lilft* two stars said on her cheeks burned two red spots. 
The people began to move away. It was the hour for 
the habitant’s dirmer. 

“ For Heaven’s sake. Miss Christine, bring him over here. 
I must get him for my General,” implored Fitz-Gibbon. 

Miss Christine sprsmg from her sleigh and went over 
to Josette, sitting cosily amid her magnificent bearskin 
robes. 

“ My dear Josette, you must come and see me,” she 
said. “ You are at the Ursulines, are you not ? ” 

“ I am visiting my aunt,” said Josette. “ Alain is 
studying at the S^minaire and I do lessons with the 
Ursulines.” 
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“Gome to me for a day soon. When? On Saturday? 
Rory, come here,” commanded Christine. “ You ■v^ 
bring Josette and Alain to me on Saturday. This is 
my number.” She handed him her card. “ Now come 
over here. The young ladies are dying to see you. 
Vitesse has quite captured them, not to speak of her 
master.” 

Handing the reins to Josette, Red Rory went off with 
Miss Christine. 

“ Here he is, young ladies. And, if you are wise, you 
will let him carry your money next week.” 

“ He win certainly carry mine,” said Miss Van Rancken, 
offering Red Rory her hand. “ Oh, I do adore your 
darling Vitesse. How clever she is ! How in the world 
did she understand you ? ” 

“ Oh, she is like me. She does not like their foolish 
politics,” replied Red Rory, standing close by Miss Van 
RancW and looking straight at her with his laughing 
blue eyes. 

“ She is a wonder,” said Fitz-Gibbon. “ And bedad 
you did a clever thing. There was an ugly minute there. 
I was a bit anxious. By the way, Mr. Fraser,” he con- 
tinued, “ the General would be very glad if you would 
call at his quarters at the Citadel. He is extremely busy 
with these fortifications. They are not going any too 
well. I rather think he would like your help with those 
workmen. Can you come to-morrow afternoon, or better 
in the morning ? ” Mr. Fitz-Gibbon’s frank man-to-man 
bearing was irfesistible. 

“ Certainly, Mr. Fitz-Gibbon,” said Red Rory. “ I 
am at the General’s service. What hour ? ” 

“ He is in his office firom eight. You might come at 
ten.” 

“ I shall be there at ten,” said Red Rory. 

He was moving off when Miss Van Rancken touched 
his arm. 

“ Mr. Fraser,” she said with the warm colour coming 
up in her face, " for your race, have you a cutter like 
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Mr. Fielding’s? Oh, I wish you had mine at home. 
Your carriole is too heavy. It will make a difference. 
And Vitesse must have every chance.” She was speak- 
ing eagerly, hurriedly. Her lovely eyes were alight with 
excitement. “You see you are to carry my money and 
you must win.” 

“ I shall win,” said Red Rory very quietly. 

“ You seem very sure,” said Madeleine Van Rancken. 

“ Yes. I know Vitesse.” His complete confidence 
seemed to make all questioning unnecessary. 

“ Josette, Josette, come here, child,” cried Miss Chris- 
tine, beckoning to the girl. 

Josette threw down the reins and came running to 
Miss Christine. 

“ But Vitesse ? ” said Miss Van Rancken anxiously. 
“ WiU she stand ? ” 

" Certainly, till I tell her to go,” said Red Rory. 

“ Josette ! ” Miss Christine’s voice was quite imperious. 
“ I want you to get in beside Mr. Fitz-Gibbon and I 
want Rory to take Miss Van Rancken once over the 
course. Madeleine, let her have your place.” 

Red Rory laughed his gay laugh. 

“ Miss Van Rancken, we all obey Miss Christine in 
Malbaie. It is quite useless to try anything else.” 

“ He knows,” said Miss Christine. “ Many a time I 
have spanked him for disobedience. 'I have made him 
the good boy he is.” 

Without further words the exchange was made and Red 
Rory set off down the course at an easy pace. 

“ Follow him,” ordered Miss Christine, and Mir. 
Fitz-Gibbon’s team of French Canadians swxmg in 
behind. 

“ Miss Christine has long been accustomed to rule us 
all at Malbaie,” said Red Rory as they trotted easily 
down the course. “ She is a fine young lady. You must 
not mind coming with me.” 

“ Mind ? My dear Mr. Fraser.” 

Red Rory laughed aloud at her. “ No one has ever 
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called me Mr. Fraser. I am Red Rory to everyone that 
knows me.” 

With a quick blush, the girl said, “ But I don’t know 
you, Mr. ” 

“ Oh, yes. You know me. I am very easy to know. 
I am a habitant-Highlander, you see.” 

“ Very well then, I, too, shall call you Rory, but my 
name is Madeleine.” 

“ Ah, that is vety different. You are a great lady. 
Your father is a great padrone, you see.” 

“ How do you know ? ” 

“ Oh, I have found out. I always find out what I 
want to know, when I am interested,” said Red Rory 
with a laugh. 

“And you are interested ” Miss Van Rancken 

paused. 

“ Very interested, of course. You see I have never 
seen anyone like you.” His manner was so perfectly 
impersonal, so fi-ee of self-consciousness — ^he might have 
been talking about Vitesse — that she was puzzled. 

“ But you have met many girls.” 

“ Yes, many girls, but no young ladies, none like you. 
Habitant girls, yes, and my cousins in Scotland. But 
they are all different, you see.” 

“ Well, then, I have never met anyone like you,” said 
Madeleine with a daring look at him. “ So we are alike 
in that.” 

“ No ? Perhaps not. Not quite like me, but yet there 
is nothing wonderful about me.” 

“ Wonderful ? ” her heart was saying. “ Oh, you 
wonderful boy.” Aloud she replied, “ Well, then, my 
name is Madeleine.” 

“ I know,” he replied simply. 

“All right then, Rory, we understand one another. 
And we are going to be great fidends.” 

He turned his blue eyes on her with quick surprise, 
looked at her steadily, and smiled. 

“ Friends ? Oh, no ! That would be impossible, I 
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shall always be your ficiend, of course, but ’* A 

sudden intensity deepened in Ws eyes, so steadily looking 
into hers. “ I shall not forget you and I shall always 
want to serve you.” 

“ Gan friendship be only on one side ? ” asked the girl 
with a quick breath. Her heart w^ choking her. Never 
had she met a man like this. His simplicity, his perfect 
fr ank sincerity, disturbed her intensely. 

“ Sometimes it must be so,” he replied, looking steadily 
at Vitesse. “ Yes, it must be so.” 

“ But why ? ” she asked, her voice imconsciously 
softening. 

“ Why ? You know why. For friendship, there must 
be some basis of equality.” 

She could not trust herself to speak. Equality ? Such 
a man, with his quiet strength, his mysterious compelling 
power to shake her heart, she had never met. 

“ We are at the turn. Now, Vitesse I You hear me ? 
Aha, ma Petite ! ” His voice rang out sharp and with a 
Idnd of vibrant snap in it. 

Yes, Vitesse knew. Her head went up. She began to 
step on her toes and to reach for her bit. 

Red Rory waved Fitz-Gibbon to the front. 

“ Go on ! ” he said. “ We will follow.” 

Obeying, Fitz-Gibbon turned his team into the upward 
course and went away at a great pace. 

" No, no ! Vitesse ! Not yet, ma cherie.” He short- 
ened his grip on his reins. The mare felt the touch and 
with a shake of her head quickened her pace. Red Rory 
laughed at her derisively. 

“ So, so ! Vitesse ! Now don’t be foolish ! Douce- 
ment ! Doucement ! Let them go.” He seemed to be 
taking her into his confidence, gently remonstrating as 
if with an impatient child. 

The team were some distance ahead. 

“ Oh, very well then, we’ll go.” At the word “ go,” 
Vitesse gathered herself in two quick springs, then like a 
smoothly working machine her fittle feet began to drum 
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the ice. In ten seconds she was up. Carefully Red Rory 
turned her out to the side. At once Madeleine was con- 
scious of an increase of speed. 

“ No, no ! No hurry, Vitesse ! Don’t be rude ! Tut, 
tut ! No need for all that speed.” She was now at the 
French Canadians’ flanks. As she drew on to their 
shoulders the team lost their feet and were off at a 
gallop. 

“ Well, well ! Now, Vitesse. Isn’t that veiy bad 
form? We must not allow that, my girl. We will go.” 
It was the word she was waiting for. And “ go ” she 
did, drawing level with the running team. 

“ Hold them there ! Ah ! Just there, little one.” 
Neck and neck they sped along. Red Rory’s fingers 
went creeping up the reins. Feeling the touch the mare 
shook her head impatiently. 

“ All right, Vitesse ! If you must, why, go ! ” Short 
and sharp the word rang out like a pistol shot. With a 
little squeal of delight the mare seemed to flatten out 
towards the ice and to shoot forward as if she had pre- 
viously been trifling with the race. In two breaths’ time, 
so it seemed to Madeleine, she swept past the French 
rianadian s and, with her feet rattling hke kettledrums, 
sped on to the mile mark. 

“ Three-ten ! ” exclaimed Madeleine, clutching hk 
arm. “ Oh, Rory, Rory, you are a wonder ! ” 

“Vitesse, you mean,” laughed Red Rory. 

“ No, no ! She did it because you made her. She 
would die for you,” said the girl. “ I know just how 
she fdt. She just loves you.” 

At the head of the course the horses slowed to a walk 
and came slowly to the point where the road led from 
the ice to the hfll above. There they paused, allowing 
the horses to breathe. 

“ Well, what about it ? ” cried Miss Christine. 

“ Go on, Rory. Drive on home,” said Madeleine in a 
low voice. “ Don’t wait to speak. I don’t want to talk 
to them. Oh, Rory, Rory, this is a great day.” 
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“ For me, yes,” he said, laughiag softly to himself. 
“ The greatest day in my life.” 

The girl was breathing quick deep breaths as if she 
had been running the race and not Vitesse. Her hand 
was still clutching his arm. Wild imaginings were racing 
through her soul. “ What is this that has come to me ? 
I am mad. This boy has taken my senses from me. I 
must not be a fool. I could fling my arms roimd his 
neck.” Her eyes were on his lips. She knew just where 
she would kiss him. “ And he is not handsome either. 
But what a man.” She hardly heard him talking. He 
was telling her things about Vitesse. 

“ Don’t you think so ? ” 

With a laugh she cried, “Yes, yes ! Of course ! ” 
Again she laughed, a little wildly. She had been mad, 
crazy. And now she was deriding herself. Behind her 
Christine was calling her cavalier. 

He pulled up and waited. 

“ Let us go somewhere and have lunch,” she cried. 

“ She must be greatly upset to invite me to limch.” 
thought Red Rory. For well he knew the high and 
mighty manner of the daughter of the Seigneur Naime. 

“ No, don’t come to lunch,” said Madeleine, in a low 
hurried voice. “ I would go with you, Rory,” she added 
quickly, noting the change in his face, “ but not with 
them.” 

“ We shall take you home,” he said with a gay laugh. 
“Vitesse must be attended to.” 

“ Surely one of the men can do that.” 

Josette burst out laughing. “ Surely, Miss Christine, 
you know Rory better than that. But of course you 
have never seen him do up Vitesse. He will give her 
two hours at the very least.” 

“ And why not ? ” exclaimed Miss Van Rancken. 
“ She deserves' everything he can give her.” 

“And she’ll get it too. All I can ^ve her.” The 
deep vibrating tone rang through the girl’s heart. 

“ All I can give her.” Some day he would say that 
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to a girl, and that girl’s heart would choke her as she 
listened. Silent she sat at his side while he talked quietly 
about his mare and the wonderful thing she was. 

“ You would love to drive her,” he said, looking into 
the girl’s eyes again with his straight, thrusting look. 
“ No one has ever driven her but Josette and me.” 

" And you would let me drive her ? You would trust 
me ? How could you ? ” 

“You love her and she would know it.” 

“How?” 

“ You could not keep it from her. Your touch, your 
voice, yourself. She would know.” 

“ Do you mean ? ” Dismay jfilled her heart. Was 

she so transparent as all that ? Could he read her heart 
so easily, so surely? Hurriedly she began to chatter 
meaninglessly about many things. He listened in silence 
with set face. 

As they drew near the home of Mademoiselle Valliferes, 
where both Madeleine and Christine were staying. Red 
Rory drew a deep breath. 

“ A great day,” he said. “ My greatest day.” 

“ And mine,” she said impulsively. 

He gave her one of his straight looks and replied : 

“ You loved the drive. You will never have a better. 
Vitesse never went better. I doubt if she ever wiU. She 
seemed to know you were here.” 

“ She would never think of me. She was listening to 
yoiur voice, Rory.” 

“ She would know I was thinking of you. She is very 
sensitive to what I feel.” 

“ Good-bye, Rory. We will say good-bye now. You 
have given me a great day, and a great Mend.” 

“ A great day. Yes, and a good Mend — always — ^no 
matter what comes — or who. I am saying now my good- 
bye to you.” There was in his voice the sound of finality 
as of a last farewell. 

“ But, Rory, we will — I will — ^you will come to see 
me?” 
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“ Come to see you ? ” His eyes were wide with sur- 
prise. “ Oh, no ! But I will not be able — I am afraid 
I will never be able to forget.” His voice dropped to a 
husky whisper, his hand dropped swiftly on hers for a 
single instant. The wild hot blood of the Highlander 
in him was surging through his heart. As he drew his 
hand away the girl clutched it, and clinging to it she 
struggled vainly for her voice. The blue eyes lifted 
boldly to his were misty. And thus clinging to his hand 
they reached the door. 

It took her some moments to disentangle her feet from 
' the sleigh robes, to find her muff which had dropped to 
the floor. Then she qtoickly leaped out and ran to take 
Vitesse’s head in her arms. 

“ Oh, you darling, you lovely thing,” she cried. 

“ She will kiss you if you ask her,” said Red Rory, 

“ Oh, will you ? Come then, baisez-moi.” 

Delicately the beautiful creatxure reached for her face 
with gently nibbling lips. 

“ Good-bye, sweetheart ! No ! Au revoir ! Au re- 
voir ! ” She was kissing the mare’s velvet nose, but 
sheltered from the sight of the others by Vitesse’s head, 
her eyes were holding Red Rory’s in a lingering, burn- 
ing gaze. Then gaily she ran up the steps, waving fare- 
well to the others in the sleigh. 

“ What a glorious drive ! "V^at a race ! I shall never 
forget it,” she cried. “ Oh, never ! ” 


CHAPTER II 

P romptly at ten Red Rory tapped at General 
Brock’s office door. An orderly opened to him. ' 
“ General Brock wishes to see me,” he said. 

“ What is your name, please ? ” 

“ Fraser of Malbaie,” he said. 

“ Come in and sit down. I shall let the Generad 
know,” said the orderly and passed into the inner office. 
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Almost immediately he returned, and saying, “The 
General will see you, Mr. Fraser,” ushered Red Rory 
into the office where a number of gentlemen were sitting. 
He recognized at once the Governor, and his Secretary, 
Ryland. Fitz-Gibbon was standing at the back of the 
General’s chair. 

“ Ah, come in, Fraser. Sit down, won’t you,” said 
the General in a kindly voice. 

“ Thank you, sir,” said Red Rory, and remained 
standing. 

“ You are of Malbaie ? ” said the General. 

Red Rory nodded. “ I was born at Malbaie and have 
lived there most of my life.” 

“ You are a relative of the Seigneur Fraser ? ” 

“ All the Frasers are cousins,” said Red Rory with a 
little smile. 

“ Clansmen, eh ? ” 

Red Rory bowed. 

“You know the habitant ? ” asked the General. 

“ I am habitant by my mother’s side.” 

“ You have worked with them ? ” 

“ I have hunted with them, sailed with them, fished 
with them, run logs with them.” 

“ Ah ! You have run logs with them. In what 
capacity ? ” 

“ I have been a river boss.” 

“ Ah ! Good ! I thought so. You can handle 
them ? ” 

“ They are easy to handle if you know your job.” 

“ Ah ! Good again ! How have you found them ? ” 

“ The very best.” 

Secretary Ryland grunted and moved uneasily in his 
chair. 

"Dependable?” 

“Utterly.” 

Again the Secretary grunted. 

“ Have you ever served in the militia ? ” 

“ In the Malbaie company, sir.” 
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“ As an officer ? ” 

“As a sergeant, sir.” 

“ Good. They are good soldiers ? ” 

For a single instant Red Rory hesitated. 

“ That depends upon their officers, sir.” 

“ Hum ! ” said the Governor. 

The Secretary laughed shortly. 

Red Rory heeded neither, but kept his eyes upon the 
(Jeneral. 

“ Do you know this country well ? ” 

“ I have hunted it on both sides of the river for some 
miles.” 

“ How far south have you been ? On the Richelieu, 
say ? ” 

“ Down to the border, sir.” 

“ You know that country well ? ” 

“ I know it.” 

“ Aha ! Good ! Have you been across the border 
into Vermont ? ” 

“As far as Albany, sir.” 

“ You know that country ? ” 

“Not well. We do not trap or hunt across the 
fine.” 

“ Do you know the Americans ? ” 

“ Some of their hunters and trappers.” 

“ What do you think of them ? ” 

“ They are Hke other people, good and bad.” 

“ Mostly bad, eh ? ” integected the Secretary with a 
laugh. 

Red Rory heeded him not. 

“ Do they mean war ? ” 

“ They do.” 

“ Why do you think so ? I should be glad to have 
your frank opinion. You have mingled with them.” 
The General’s tone was earnest and frank. 

“ For many reasons, but chiefly they want Canada. 
They would feel safer in possession of Canada.” 
“Safer? Why?” 
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“ On their western frontier, sir. They are afraid of 
the Indians.” 

The General glanced at the Governor. 

“ What do you mean ? ” asked the Governor. 

“ They think the Canadians are inciting the Indians 
against them.” 

“ Inciting the Indians ? Pack of lies,” said the Secre- 
tary. 

Red Rory ignored him utterly. 

“ My Government is utterly opposed to such tactics,” 
said Sir James. 

“ I have understood so, sir.” ♦ 

“ How do you know ? ” asked Sir James sharply. 

“ I have talked with the Agents in the West.” 

“ Oh ! So you know that there is no truth in the 
charge that we are inciting the Indians against them.” 

“ Not the Government, sir,” said Red Rory. 

“ Who then ? What do you mean ? ” asked the 
Secretary. 

Red Rory again ignored him. 

“You suspect there are Canadians who do?” 

“ I do,” said Red Rory. “ Traders furnish the Indians 
with arms and ammunition.” 

“ Yes ! Coureurs de hois,” snarled Ryland. 

Still Red Rory ignored the man. 

“ I am afraid it is true, your Excellency,” said Brock. 
“ I have warned them very strictly, but still some of 

them So it is the danger from the West and North 

they fear ? ” 

" Yes, sir. The Kentucky and Ohio men especially. 
Virginia, too, is suffering heavily by the blockade.” 

“ And you really think war will come ? ” said the 
General, with a new respect in his voice. 

“ It come, and soon, sir,” said Red Rory con- 
fidently. 

“ What do you mean, soon ? ” 

Whenever Napoleon moves strongly up the Mis- 
sissippi.” 
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“ Ah, then your habitants will take a hand, eh ? ” said 
the Secretary. 

Red Rory never looked at him. 

“ You know your people, Mr. Fraser,” said the General 
earnestly. “ If a French army were to come up the 
Gulf, what would the Canadians do?” 

“ Fight, sir,” said Red Rory with quiet conviction. 

“ For France, eh ? ” said Sir James. 

“ For Canada, your Excellency.” 

“ But not for Britain ? ” 

“Yes, certainly for Britain. It would be the same 
thing, your Excellency.” 

“ Hardly, my man. Napoleon would promise them 
independence, anything, everything.” 

“ They would not heed Napoleon.” 

“ Why not ? ” said Sir James quickly. 

“ For one thing, the priests hate Napoleon, your 
Excellency.” 

“ The priests ! ” exclaimed the Secretary wrathfuUy. 
“ A lot of damned traitors.” 

Red Rory’s lips tightened, his hands hardened into 
fists, but not a word did he speak. 

“ Mr. Fraser, this is interesting and to me exceedingly 
valuable,” said Brock very gravely. “ May I ask you 
firankly — ^you need not answer unless you like — ^but from 
your knowledge of the Canadians, in case of war with the 
United States in which the French would join hands with 
the enemy, do you think they would be loyal to Britain ? ” 

“ They would, sir. Anything else would be madness. 
But they need leaders they know and trust.” 

“ Such as ? ” said the C^vernor. 

“ Such as Colonel Panet, Captain Taschereau,” 
answered Red Rory, looking him straight in the eye. 

The Secretary laughed in excess of scorn. 

“ Your Excellency, will you let me speak ? ” said Red 
Rory. 

“ Go on,” said the Governor angrily. 

“ These men have been dismissed from their positions 
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in the miKtia, for what cause is no business of mine. But 
I know those men. I have worked with them. They are 
loyal to Canada, yes, yoxir Excellency, and loyal to you. 
Their people trust them and will follow them. They 
may not be equal to your skilled officers. They are not. 
But they are true men, and give them a few months 
under General Brock and they wiU be good officers. If 
the Americans come — and they will come — ^you will need 
these men. Why not have them fit? Believe me, I 
know them. They are worthy of your trust.” 

Red Rory’s manner was earnest, respectful and fear- 
less. The Governor was obviously impressed. Two 
years ago he had dismissed for political reasons these and 
others of the French Canadian officers firom their com- 
mands in the militia. One of many similar blunders 
for which the bitter hostility and vicious bigotry of his 
Secretary and the clique of self-seeking placemen that 
surrounded the Governor were largely responsible. Sir 
James Craig was, however, an hon'est man, with a generous 
and noble heart, and, in spite of his hostility towards his 
political enemies, the earnest and fearless words of Red 
Rory made a deep impression upon him. His evil 
genius, however, was at his elbow. 

“ Trust them ? ” snarled the Secretary. “ They are 
a lot of traitors, every danmed Papist of them.” 

Red Rory stepped quickly towards the Secretary, his 
eyes blazing with such fury that the man sprang up and, 
upsetting his chair, stepped backward. For a moment 
Red Rory stood facing him, his eyes full upon his face, 
then moved quickly back to his place. Fitz-Gibbon 
moved swiftly forward. 

“Your Excellency,” said Red Rory in a very quiet 
voice, “the only traitors in Canada are those who set 
one class of citizens of this coimtry against another. It is 
your presence only that prevents me fi:om dealing with 
this— traitor as he deserves.” 

“ Silence, sir ! ” thimdered the Governor. “ General, 
call the guard.” 
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“ It will not be necessary, yotir Excellency,” s^d Brock 
quietly. “ Mr. Fraser is quite controlled.” 

“ Then will you kindly excuse me ? ” said the Governor, 
rising. 

“ Certainly, your Excellency,” said Brock, moving to- 
wards the door with his visitors and followed by Fitz- 
Gibbon. 

Returning from the door. Brock came back to Red 
Rory with hand outstretched. 

“ Mr. Fraser, I beg to apologize for the indiscretion, 
the impertinence of that — ^that — ^the Secretary, and to 
compliment you most warmly upon your very fine 
courtesy and self-control.” 

Red Rory bowed low with flaming cheeks. 

“ Fitz-Gibbon, place a chair for Mr. Fraser.” 

Red Rory remained standing. 

“ Come, come, Fraser, sit down, sit down. I have 
much to say to you. Sit down ! ” said the General, 
taking ids seat. 

Very slowly Red Rory took the chair, saying very 
gravely, “ My opportunity will come.” 

“ You must forget it, Fraser. After all, what does it 
matter what such a man says ? ” 

“ He insulted my mother, sir,” said Red Rory, his lips 
trembling. 

“ Damned cad, sir. Your mother is " 

“ My mother is a Roman Catholic and a very noble 
Christian woman, sir.” 

“ My dear Fraser,” said Brock, rising and offering 
his hand, “ again let me apologize. I deeply S}mi- 
pathize with your feeling. But let us say no more 
about it.” 

Red Rory took the offered hand, bowed low over it 
and sat down. 

‘^Fitz-Gibbon, my notes, please,” said the General 
sharply. Fitz-Gibbon sprang to obey, “ You have a 
very toe horse, Fraser, I understand,” said the General 
with a charming snpdle. “ I must see that race if possible. 
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Fitz-Gibbon assures me that my money would be quite 
safe in your care.” 

“ The Black Duke is a good horse, but my mare is 
better, and barring accidents — one never knows what 
may happen in a horse-race — ^but barring accidents, she 
will win.” 

“ Somehow you make me feel she will. There will be 
more than money on the race. I am sorry that rascal 
Bedard is your backer.” 

“ Bedard is no rascal, sir,” said Red Rory earnestly. 
“ He is hot-headed and not always wise, but he is a loyal 
Canadian and quite sincere.” 

“ I wish I could think so,” said Brock thoughtfully. 
“ You know him well ? ” 

“ I have hunted with him. He is a real sport and — 
well, you get to know a man in the bush,” replied Red 
Rory. 

“ Well, well, God grant you are right. We shall need 
every loyal man very soon.” 

“ And you will have them, sir. I pledge you my word 
you will,” said Red Rory with intense conviction. 

“ Well, to business. We have a lot of building to be 
done. A great deal of building. It is moving very 
slowly. Somehow we fail to get from the Canadians the 
response we would like. I heard how you handled them 
yesterday, I had a feeling that you coidd get out of 
them perhaps — ^ah — ^more than some others — ^more in fact 
than any man I know at present. What do you say? 
Are you free to take them on ? ” 

Red Rory thought for a few moments. “ I am free,” 
he said slowly, “ but I do not know those men. They are 
of the militia, I believe.” 

“They are, but no one would think so to see them 
move. They are not my men, I need hardly say.” 

Red Rory smiled broadly. 

“ And they may thank the saints they are not,” said 
Fitz-Gibbon fervently, 

“ Gould you do anything with them ? ” 
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“ What is to be done ? ” inquired Red Rory. 

The General spread out some plans upon the table. 

“ I am trusting you, Fraser,” he said, his bright blue 
eyes full upon the young man’s face. 

“ My grandfather was of the Royal Em%rants,” he 
said simply. “ He was wounded at Le Sault Malabot, 
and my father went with the 78th. He was killed in 
1 799 -” 

“ I would to God, my boy. Sir James had heard you 
say that. He would have made short work of that — ^that 
Secretary of his. These are the plans, then.” 

For a full hour he explained the details of the work still 
to be done. 

“ And this must be finished before I depart for Upper 
Canada.” 

“ And when must you go, may I ask, sir ? ” 

“ In six weeks, two months at the latest.” 

“ Two months ! ” exclaimed Red Rory. “ And the 
material, the timber, the stones, the lime. Where are 
they to be got ? ” 

“ The Quarries are down below, near the river ; the 
timber in the Gove, piled on the ice ; the lime we shall 
have to bum. God knows how we are to get the stuff 
together.” 

“ You C3m commandeer anything you need, sir ? ” 

“ Yes, thank God. I have a firee hand for that. Sir 
James is in fiiU accord. Can it be done ? ” 

“ It can, sir, on one condition.” 

“ Name it.” 

“ That you allow me to pick my men.” 

“ From the militia ? ” The General’s voice su^ested 
doubt. 

“ No, sir. From Malbaie. If you should give me a 
letter to the Seigneur Fraser and Madame Naime at 
Malbaie, it can be done. Not otherwise.” 

“ Thank God ! ” exclaimed Brock, rising and oSering 
his hand. “ You take a load off my heart, sir.^ I believe 
you can put it through. Fitz-Gibbon, you will see that 
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those letters are written and that every demand of Mr. 
Fraser is complied with in every particular. You have 
carte blanche in this matter, Mr. Fraser, and you carry 
my entire confidence. Thank God ! Thaixk God ! 
What a relief ! When do you want the letters ? ” 

“ This morning, sir. I shall wait for them. I shall 
leave for Malbaie at once.” 

“But — ^but ” Fitz-Gibbon hesitated. 

“What is it? Out with it,” said Brock sharply. 

“The — ^the race, sir.” 

“Ah!” 

“ I shall be back in time, sir.” 

“ How far is it ? ” 

“ Eighty miles, sir.” 

“ And the race when ? ” 

“ In six days, sir.” 

“ Good Lord ! It can’t be done I Impossible 1 ” 

“ It can be done, sir. I shall take Vitesse, my mare, 
the first forty miles. That will be seven hours’ easy 
going, leave her there with a friend and do the rest on 
racquets.” 

“ Snow-shoes, sir,” explained Fitz-Gibbon. 

“ It can easily be done in three days and a half. Less 
if necessary. But I do not wish to hurry my mare. That 
will allow a day and a half for accidents and q day for 
rest iq Malbaie. Two jaunts of forty miles is nothing for 
Vitesse with a day and a half’s rest between.” 

“ And yourself? Forty miles and forty miles ? ” 

“ Yes, sir, with a day’s rest between. It is nothing. I 
shall need half a day at Malbaie.” 

Brock’s eyes rested upon him for a few moments. 

“ Fitz-Gibbon, the letters I shall give you at once. 
They will be in your hands — ^you are at the Hotel Royale, 
I understand — ^within an hour.” 

The General rose and went with him to the door. 

“ Would to God all Canadians were like you, young 
man. This country would take some beating, eh, Fitz- 
Gibbon ? ” 
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True as the Gospel, sir. But the lad Rory, here, is 
half a Highlandman.’^ 

“ Ah ! I am not likely to forget that. Farewell, sir, 
and God speed you.” 


CHARTER III 

O N leaving the General’s presence, Red Rory spent 
an hour looking over the lines of the fortifications 
and comparing them with the sketch which General 
Brock had put into his hands. His survey of the ground 
and of the actual work to be overtaken filled him with 
dismay. The work as viewed from the actual terrain 
upon which it was to be carried out was quite different 
firom that set forth in the plans. Had he promised too 
much? His heart sank within him. He had given his 
word, however. If he failed it would be only after he 
had given his all to its accomplishment. No man could 
do more. His first duty was to get his mare ready for 
her journey, and then himself. 

Soon he was busy attending his beloved Vitesse, 
rubbing, brushing, bandaging and all the while enter- 
taining his habitant friends with tales of the delights of 
the great city, which though but some forty miles away 
most of them had never seen. ‘ The great magazins of the 
merchants, the jewellers’ windows, the boulangeries. 

But you have seen them, Theophile Gagnon. You 
know.” 

Ah, most truly,” sighed Theophile with rolling eyes. 
And every afternoon on the Parade, the band playing, 
and in the cabarets at night the dance and song,” went 
on Red Rory, elaborating his theme. 

And you, Red Rory, why are you abandoning all 
this ? ” 

^^Not me. Only for a day. I am on a mission, a 
secret mission, for the great General Brock. But of this, 
no word.’^ 
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“ Certainly not ! Who would be so base as to betray 
a secret of Red Rory’s ? ” 

“ The truth is, great doings are at hand ! Doings that 
will shake Canada to its foundations ! ” 

“ Aha ! Listen to that ! ” 

“ War ! The Bostonians, the old enemies of Canada 
are soon to be on the trail up the Richelieu. . They mean 
to capture Montreal. But Quebec, the invincible, will 
hurl them back as once before, you remember ? ” 

“Ah, yes. We remember. Have we not heard our 
fathers t^ ? And your Gran’pfere, eh, Rory ? ” 

“ But this time they will come in thousands and Quebec 
must be ready. The fortifications must be rebuilt, the 
big guns mounted. The Quebec habitants are busy at 
the work, but what can be done with those useless Quebec 
men, lazy, worthless fellows ? ” He gave them a graphic 
description of what he had seen on the walls, only two 
days ago, and of how the great General Brock called him 
into council. He wanted men, men of strength and 
courage, men who knew how to work. These useless men 
of the city ! How could the work ever be finished in 
time? 

“ ‘ Mon G6neral,’ I said. ‘ You wamt men of the woods 
and of the river ! Men who are not afraid of work ! 
Men of the axe ! Men who can handle timber and 
stone ! ’ ‘ Ah, yes, but where can such men be found ? ’ 
‘ I can find them.’ ‘ You ? And where ? ’ ‘ My own 
comrades of the woods and the river at Malbaie.’ ‘ Go 
and get them, a himdred of them if you can.’ The same 
day I leave for Malbaie. I am on my way. The day 
after to-morrow I shall return and announce to the great 
General Brock, ‘ I have a hundred men of Malbaie. 
Your fortifications will be built in time ! ’ ” 

“ Aha ! Corvee ? ” murmured a voice. 

“ Corv6e ! ” exclaimed Red Rory with tmutterable 
scorn. “ Is that you, Baptiste Duhame ? Do you not 
know that the corvde died with your grandfather ? No, 
my fiiends. Good money and good food, soup, meat. 
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potatoes, every day and in abundance. And every night 
a dance for any that like it. Yes, one hundred men from 
Malbaie will show those Quebec habitants how things 
can be done.” 

“ There are good men at Baie St. Paul as well,” said 
Th6ophile. 

“ Assuredly ! But of course, Thdophile Gagnon, I 
know better my own old friends of Malbaie.” 

“ But you know me, Red Rory. Have we not hunted 
the woo^ together ? ” said Thfophile. “ Am I not as 
good a man with the axe as any Malbaie man ? ” 

“ That you are and I should be glad to have you, but — 
well, we shall see.” 

“ And me too. Red Rory ! And me ! And me ! ” 

“Yes, yes, but — ^weU, I shall see. Indeed it may be 
good to have two gangs, one from Baie St. Paul as well. 
Yes, I must think of that. Well, now I must eat.” 

“But of course. Red Rory. My home is open and 
Therfese is waiting for us,” said Th^ophile. 

“ Thank you, thank you, Theophile. I have my own 
paquet here, but if you think ” 

“ Your own paquet ! Would you insult me and my 
good wife ? ” 

“ Very good, thank you many times, Th6ophile. And, 
Theophile, have your axe sharp and your paquet ready 
for the day after to-morrow. We may have another 
excursion like old times, eh ? ” 

“ And me too, Rory ! And me ! And me ! ” 

“ We shall see, we shall see. Good night, my friends. 
There are good men in Baie St. Paul.” And Rory, 
shaking hands all round, making no promises, but awaken- 
ing hopes, made off with the exultant Theophile to enjoy 
the hospitality of the good Th&ese. 

It was still early morning when Red Rory slid down 
the steep side of Pointe au Pic into the village of Malbaie ; 
the smoke, the smoke from whose morning fires, standing 
like pillars in the still frosty air, showed that the good 
citizens were preparing breakfrst. 
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With cries of wdcome and with many tears Red Rory 
was received by his mother into the bosom of his fanoily, 
the old Gran’pde Sandy Fraser, iron-hearted as he was, 
trumpeting into his handkerchief as he gripped the boy’s 
hand. WMe at breakfast, the old Gran’pdre listened 
doubtfully to Rory as he told his mission. 

“A hundred men? Yes, there are a hundred lazy 
loafers in the village and more. But to build fortifications* 
in Quebec for Sir James Craig ? I doubt it. There is an 
evil spirit abroad in this parish. The recent election 
shows that. How was it that Brassard, a habitant, de- 
feated M. Bouchette? Hatred of the Council and. of 
Sir James Craig. The people are greatly excited over the 
struggle in the House of Assembly. Damned lot of 
traitors ! No ! The Governor will get no Mdbaie m^n 
for his fortifications.” 

“How does the Curd feel?” 

“ The Curd ? Well, the Ciure is for his people and for 
his Church. He hates the Bostonians, of course, as 
heretics sind murderers. But he is with his people in 
their struggle against the Governor and his Council. He 
is a good man and a wise man, however, and he well 
knows the hope of the colony, of the people, and his 
Church lies not with the revolutionaries of America.” 

“ The dread in the Governor’s mind is that of Napoleon 
and a French army fighting side by side with the 
Americans.” 

“ Napoleon ! Try the old Cure ■ with Napoleon ! 
Napoleon is the incarnate Antichrist with Pere Courtois.” 
“I shall see M. Courtois at once,” smd Red Rory., 

■ “ But, my son, you are not eating. See these sausages 
and the fried potatoes. You will get no better, not even 
in. Quebec.” 

“ In Qjiebec, ma mdre ? Never in Quebec have I 
^sted such sausages, and with the maple syrup they are 
ardiimigds’ food. It was worth while my long journey 
to eat this breakfast.” 

shrewd old Gran’pere Sandy Frasar, apd his 
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wise Kttle mother. Red Rory laid out his plan of campaign. 
First, the Cure must be won. A gentleman of the old 
regime, an emigre, exiled from France by the execrable 
atheists of the Revolution, he loathed the Government of 
France as the scum of Paris, and Napoleon, the upstart 
canaille, he hated as he did the Devil himself. 

Would you come with me ? Red Rory asked his 
grandfather. 

Me ! No, my boy. The Cure is a gentleman and 
treats me with great politesse, but he does not fraternize 
with me. No ! No ! Your mother, now, he adores.’* 

“ Ah, ma mere ! ” Red Rory looked at his mother. 

“ Yes, Rory. Ah, if you were only a son of the Church ! 
But I will not trouble you. I keep my promise to your 
father. I was thinking of making my confession this 
morning. I will tell him you are here. But, I will say 
nothing about the fortifications of Quebec. The Cure is 
very wise.” 

But, ma mere, you too are wise. None wiser in all 
Canada. And you know this is no question of French 
against English in our own country. It is Canada against 
the American invader who would love to make this 
country another state of the Republic. And where would 
your Cure be then ? ” 

Ah,” she said, shaking her wise head. Where 
indeed with all those Bostonians making us all heretics. 
No, no, my son, we are much better as we are. I must 
away to the Cute.” 

Red Rory’s visit to the Cure gave him an hour of 
such keen cross-examination as left him gasping. The 
old gentleman he found keenly alive to the issues at 
stake. He dismissed the local quarrels at Quebec between 
the Assembly and the Governor with a wave of the 
hand. 

It is all wicked foUy,” he said. The Governor is a 
soldier, not a statesman. He forgets that the members 
of the Assembly are citizens, striving for their rights, not 
soldiers to obey orders.” 


G 
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“ He is honestly striving to do his duty, Father Gourtois, 
under great difficulty.” 

“ Yes, yes, but he has no finrase, no wisdom to deal with 
hot-tempered children, who must be humoured, not 
ordered about.” 

“ He has very poor advisers,” said Red Rory. “ That 
man Ryland, for instance ” 

“ Ryland ! A stupid bigot. But, after all, these ar^ 
small affairs compared with an American invasion. 
What strength has General Brock ? ” 

“ Forty-five himdred regular soldiers, to defend twelve 
hundred miles of frontier. And the militia.” 

“ Militia ! ” With a wave of his pipe the Cur6 dis- 
missed the militia from consideration, “ And the Amer- 
icans. What strength have they ? ” 

“ Some six thousand regulars and a possible militia 
force of four hundred thousand of which they have called 
up some thirty-five thousand.” 

“ And resources unlimited. The situation is very 
grave indeed. The point of attack, as in 1776, will of 
course be Montreal, which cannot be defended. Yet the 
fortification of Quebec is very essential. But impossible. 
An army of ten thousand with abxmdant artillery will 
overwhelm us in Lower Canada — ^Upper Canada matters 
not— Quebec is the key.” 

“ And is weak in its defences. Hence fortifications, 
and immediately.” 

“ True, but can Sir James Craig persuade the people 
whose leaders he affironts to aid him in building forti- 
fications ? ” 

“ Gan I get one hundred fi:om Malbaie, father ? If sOy 
others will come and I can get the fortifications built. 
After aU, it is only the finishing touches that are necessary.” 

“ You are a bold young man,” replied the Curd with a 
ptyii^ smile. 

“ You think I caxmot get them. I begin to fear you 
are right. My grandfathCT says I cannot. For one thing 
M. Brassard wffi oppose.” 
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“ All ! Brassard ? The young Brassard is even less 
than the Father. Pouf ! Wind ! ” 

“ But he won the election to the Assembly.” 

“ Pouf ! Wind ! ” said the Cure again. “ But, still, 
how many days can you give to this ? ” 

“ One day, Father. I have given my word.” 

“ You were bold ! Still, one day may be better 
than ten. You have seen Seigneur Fraser ? No ? Nor 
Madame Naime.” 

“ No, Father. I came first to you. I have letters to 
them firom General Brock ; but, you say no, I may as 
well go back a failure.” 

“ General Brock ! ” said the Cure thoughtfully. “ That 
is better. I hear good things of him. He is wise. He is 
politic. That is good. We shall not speak of M. BMard 
and ‘ Le Ganadien,’ ” he added with a smile. 

^“But M. Taschereau ! He is a true man, and M. 
Papineau and M. Panet. They are sincere men. I have 
had much talk with them. They are strong for defence. 
But, alas, they are out of the militia now. That was 
Ryland’s doing ! ” 

“ Well, well, we may speak of M. Taschereau or M. 
Papineau or M. Panet. But of M. Bedard and ‘ Le 
Ganadien,’ no. Our people are simple people. One 
idea in the head at one time is enough.” 

“ You are going to help me ! ” exclaimed Red Rory. 
“ You are a patriot, sir ! ” 

“ Patriot ? Ah ! Something better, let us hope. But 
go with your letters. And now I wiU walk through the 
village with you. But nothing just now about forti- 
fications. See your old fiiends, Rory. You have many. 
They trust you and they adore you. And so they should.” 

Red Rory’s throat swelled. He could not find his 
voice. The wise old Cure needed no words of thanks, 
however. He was skilled firom long experience in reading 
faces. 

Very deliberately they walked together through the 
village, the Gxur6 with his arm through Red Rory’s. It 
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was sometMng in the nature of a public reception for Red 
Rory. 

“ Do not hurry, my son. Speak to yom neighbours. 
They will be glad to see you.” 

As they went on, the villagers came clustering about 
the Curd and his protege eager with greetings, with 
inquiries as to the doings in the city. 

“ And what is this we hear about Vitesse ? ” 

“ Who has been telling you tales, Alphonse Harvie ? ” 

“ Oh, me, I read in ‘ Le Ganadien.’ How dat Vitesse 
she mak’ foolish on dat Englishman’s horse.” 

“^No, no ! Not yet. Next week perhaps.” 

“ Aie 1 What is this, Rory ? ” said the Cure, an in- 
corrigible lover of horse-flesh. “ You are racing yoxu: 
Vitesse ? ” 

“ Yes, Father, but not for money, just for honour.”, 

“ Aie, that is better. For the glory of the Ca nadian 
horse.” 

“ Y^, bred here in Malbaie. From an English horse, 
the Seigneur Fraser’s, Father, it is true, but right here in 
Malbaie, where we have good horses and good men I ” 

“ Some of them, some of them. But how came the 
race ? ” Red Rory felt the pressure of the Curd’s hand 
upon his arm and at once responded with a vivid account 
of the incident, touching somewhat lightly on M. Bedard’s 
part in the same. The men of the village were gathered 
about listening with absorbed interest, keen to learn all 
details. 

“ And Vitesse, she is good form ? ” asked the Curd with 
a pleasant smile. “ You know Malbaie must not be 
shamed in Qjiebec. You would not like that, my 
friends ? ” ^ 

Vociferous assurances answered the Gmrd’s question. 
Red Rory testified to her prime condition. It would be 
a great race, fror the Black Duke was an English imported 
horse of the very best breed and evidently well, trained in 
Americ^ A race worth seeing. Every man was at once 
flllol with an intense desire to see the race next week. 
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“ Some of you may see it, indeed. But of this later,” 
said Red Rory. 

Meantime the Cure and Red Rory must go on. They 
were about to call upon Madame Nairne, the lady of 
the Seigneury, to whom he bore a message from her 
daughter, Miss Christine. With great cheering and with 
wishes and prayers for his success. Red Rory went on his 
way with the Cure. 

They found the lady of the manor in the great hall 
ordering her household duties, with her bailiff awaiting 
an interview. Most gracious was her welcome. The 
Cine, though not of her faith, was an old friend, in whose 
work she took a deep interest, and Rory had nm in and 
out of her house as child and youth. 

“ And what brings Red Rory back from the city ? ” 
4nquired the lady. 

Important affairs, Madame, indeed,” said the Cure 
vmh a smile. 

“ I bear you greeting from your daughter. Miss 
Christine.” 

“ She is well, I hope. Her last letter was not very 
cheerful.” 

" She complains of rheumatic pains, but she is cheery 
as ever and indeed she and an American friend drove 
with me as far as Baie St. Paul. And she sent you loving 
greeting,” said Red Rory, a little colour coming into his 
cheek as he remembered the nature of the greeting. 

“ Aha ! She sent me a kiss, I doubt. She was always 
fond of you, Rory. Well, young man, why do you not 
deliver her greeting Might? Hoots, ye need not blush 
at bussing am auld wife like me.” 

Promptly and with great gallantry. Red Rory rose and 
delivered her greeting, kissing the old lady on both cheeks, 
to her great delight. 

“And what is yom ploy here. Red Rory and M. le 
Cur4 forbye ? For I know well he is not simply making 
ope a call at this hour of the day.” 

“ For which, Madame, we should make apology. 
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The iirgency of the young man’s business is my only 
excuse.” 

At this Red Rory delivered the letter from General 
Brock, whom her husband had known well and she 
slightly. At once she was keenly interested. 

“ What can I do, Father Gourtois ? ” she cried. “ You 
know how my censitaires are. And Colonel Fraser’s are 
not much better. If we mention war as imminent, only 
our Scottish folk, and not all of them, will be interested. 
However, fortifications are not necessarily war. See the 
Seigneur Fraser, ask him to come to me and we will make 
our plans. But it is upon the Curd we must rely, Rory. 
He has the authority. Well, away to the Seigneur Fraser, 
Rory. There is no time to be lost. Away ! ” 

“ How like her mother is Miss Christine,” said Rory 
as they set off for the Seigneur Fraser’s manor-house. * 

“A truly remarkable personality,” said the Gmd. 
“ She loves her people, and lives among them. She is an 
able administrator. She makes farms and sees that they 
are kept clean. She builds mills and makes them pay. 
She is a veritable mother to her sick and poor. But 
these habitants are a peculiar people. Proud, sensitive, 
independent 

“ Independent, Father ? Not with M. le Curd,” said 
Rory with a smile. 

“ Yes, even with me, independent, for a time at least, 
and must be humotrred like children. They do not 
understand the big world outside. But they love their 
own places and their own things. When the time comes 
they will fight for the things that are theirs. They are 
not hke the people in England — ^nor in America. But 
fortifications — ah, well, we will not trouble them with 
war to-day. They wiU like a change, to see the city, the 
stores, the crowds, the fun, the cabarets and, yes, the 
horse-race as well. These are the things that attract 
children.” 

As- they went to call upon the Seigneur Fraser, Red 
Rory pondered the words of this wise old man who had 
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experienced the ways of men and was deeply versed in 
the subtleties of the human soul. With him Rory fdt 
himself a child. 

As they neared the Seigneiny the Cure observed : 

“ You are well acquainted with the Seigneur ? ” 

“ Well, he is my godfather, but he is that to many 
others in the village. He was very fond of my father and 
grieved deeply over his death, but with my old Gran’pd*e 
he is different.” 

“ Yes, yes. The Gran’pere was too much coureur de 
bois in his young days.” 

“Yes, my Gran’pde was no farmer. Soldier, fisher- 
man, hunter, trapper, anything but farmer. And the 
Seigneur does not easily bear opposition.” 

“ He will not oppose you in this. No ! No I He will 
be for ordering out at once the whole village to the work. 
We caimot pass him by, but he will be difficult. We 
must not be too military. This is a habitant enterprise. 
A good thing for men who need to make a little money 
which they can spend profitably on their farms and stock. 
He is a keen farmer, the old gentleman.” 

“ Do I not know it ? But you speak to him, Father.” 

The old Colonel was delighted to see his godson, though 
he began to reprove him at once for his careless and lazy 
habits and for his neglecting the bit of land which his 
grandfather held and spasmodically worked. 

“ But the yoimg man is very thrifty,” said the Cur6, 
“ for sill that he’ goes off now to the woods and now to 
the city. Even at this present time he has a very firuitfiil 
and profitable business on hand. Explain, Rory, to the 
Seigneur.” 

Red Rory presented Genersil Brock’s letter. The old 
soldier read it once, twice, ■with deepening excitement. - 

“ War I” he exclaimed. ‘ ‘ And immediately, I imagine. 
Well, we must be prepared.” 

“ Perhaps not immediately. Seigneur Fraser,” suggested 
the Cur^. “ But this is an excellent stroke of business 
for your godson to be asked to tcike charge of such an 
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important bit of work. And a very fine compliment to 
your censitaires to be called to this service. They will 
be all the better of some real work to do. There is 
very little to do about Malbaie. Some wood to get, 
pigs to kill, but not steady hard work which keeps men 
right.” 

“ You are entirely right, my dear Gur^. Lazy fellows, 
their wives will be glad to get them out of the house for a 
time. I will call them up at once, Rory. When do you 
want them ? ” 

“ I thought I would go among them and choose my 
men, if you think well of that,” said Rory. 

“ Indeed, Rory, you must be careful in your choosing. 
You do not want men for the city who will be spending 
their time in the cabarets. No, no. You will need to be 
very careful,” said the Gur6. 

“ I thought I should like the aid of the Seigneur and 
your help too, Father. I should like to submit the names 
for approval.” 

“ Very good. Show these to me. There are some of 
them much better at home. Some of them indeed need 
watching, M. le Curd, in these difficult times.” The 
Seigneur shook his head gravely. 

“ It is so,” said the Cure very gravely. “ There are 
very strange ideas going about. And with the American 
Republic threatening us 

“ Again you are right, sir,” agreed the old soldier 
warmly. “ Some there are who would be much better 
in a safe place. I have my eye on them. No, Rory, you 
>vant none of that kind with you. Submit the names to 
me, I will eliminate the dangerous ones. The Gurd, too, 
will give valuable assistance. You have seen Madame 
Naime ? ” 

' , “ I had a iiMssage from Miss Ghiistine to her,” said 
Rory dijfiomatically. I consulted her about this matter, 

aj^roved heartily and sent us to you,” 

“ Very go^ very good. A most wise and loyal lady. 
If my. dki fiiend, Colonel Naime, were only alive. But 
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ah ! I forget. The years have done their work with us 
both, M. le Cure. Old sticks ! Old sticks ! ” 

“ Not so old. The sap is still running strong !_” said 
the Gur^, shaking hands warmly with his old friend. 

“Now then, Rory, there are two or three men that 
must be taken care of. Sebastien Trudelle, a great 
politician, and Polydore Hammel, the giant, you know 
him ? ” said the Cure with a little smile. 

“ He knows me, father,” said Red Rory with a laugh. 
“ He will give no trouble. He is not a bad fellow. But, 
anyway, I do want him particularly.” 

“ Not a bad fellow, but too fond of his whisky blanc. 
And worst of all there is Philippe La Roque, an orator. 
Ah ! Remarkable ! He would like to tlunk himself an 
atheist. But when he is ill he will hurry his wife to the 
priest. A republican and personal friend, so one would 
think, of Napoleon himself. Well, God go with you. 
Where do you go first ? ” 

“ I mixst talk with my mother.” 

“ Ah ! A wise woman, Rory, and a good. And 
women love and reverence her. You are a fortunate 
boy ! Yes, yes ! Teike her advice.” 

As a result of his talk with his mother, Rory went 
sauntering in and out of the little houses of Malbaie, 
drinking endless cups of tea and milk and home-made 
wine of varying flavours and potencies. He was a great 
fevourite with the mothers and children. He was quite 
frank with the women as to his purpose in coming home, 
and they were all eager that their men should go. It 
would be a great relief to get them out of the way. The 
good wife. La Roque, was only too glad that her husband 
should get something to do. 

“ Mon Dieu ! It would be peace in the house ! Talk, 
talk, talk, from de wake of de sun till he sleep ! Take him 
wit you, Roree, and kip him for two mont’s.” There was 
no word of war or of preparations for war. They were 
building walls about the Chiteau St. Louis. 

In the afternoon. Red Rory began his interview with 
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the men. He took care, first of all, to enlist as his lieu- 
tenant his great jBdend Andre McNab, uncle to Alain 
and Josette McNab, a descendant of one of the Fraser 
Highlanders who had settled in Malbaie, and, though 
some years his senior, his comrade and chum in many a 
hunting expedition. McNab was short, wiry, powerful 
beyond any in the village with the possible exception of 
Polydore Hammel, fearless as a lion and loyal to his 
heart’s core. Andre was keen to go and within an hour 
had secured two-score volimteers whose names Red Rory 
entered in a little red-covered book. Soon a crowd begzin 
to gather about the church door, the public meeting- 
place of the village, where Red Rory took his stand to 
answer questions and make explanations. In the midst 
of the crowd was Philippe La Roque, “ talking big.” 

“ What is this work ? Building walls ? And what 
for ? And who is paying for it ? j^d how much a day ? 
And where would we live ? ” Philippe was asking in a 
loud voice. 

“ You will be living at home, Philippe La Roque — ^if 
the good Madame La Roque can put up with you. I 
do not find your name on my list.” 

“ But you tell us nothing at all. ‘ Come and work.’ 
That is all.” 

“ What is this building, Rory ? Perhaps you will tdl 
the people about it. There is no harm in that, eh ? ” 

“ Oh, is that you, Sebastien Trudelle? I am afiraid 
it win be too hard for you. There will be little time for 
talk.” 

A shout of laughter greeted the remark, for his neigh- 
bours knew wdl Sebastien’s wesikness. 

“ But,” remonstrated Sebastien pleasantly, “ why all 
this mystery ? What kind of building is it ? Who is the 
boss?” 

I am the boss, Sebastien, as you will find out if you 
are allowed to come.” 

“ And who will pay for it ? ” said Sebastien with a 
meear. “EEs ExceUoicy, Sir James Craig, the good 
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friend of the habitant, eh ? I have heard of this building, 
my friends. This is the beginning of war. If you like 
war, very good. You will say good-bye to your wife 
and children. First the fortifications and then the uni- 
form. Aha ! No. There will be no room for me, 
hTsieu jR-oree.” A dead silence fell upon the crowd. 
War ! Ah ! That was different. They knew some- 
thing of that. It was an old trick that. The English 
Government had tried the same thing before with thek 
fathers. A buzz of talk ran through the crowd. The 
strife between the Governor and his English friends 
against the French and their leaders in the Assembly was 
quite well understood throughout Lower Canada. 

“ My friends,” said Rory, “ there may be war and that 
before very long. But this is not war. I will tell you aU 
I know about it.” 

Rory then mounted the platform before the church 
door from which aU annoimcements were wont to be 
made, and began his story. 

“ I was driving my mare, Vitesse, for a little exercise 
along the Parade. I stopped a moment to talk with some 
friends.” 

“ Friends ? Perhaps M. Roree will give us the names 
of his friends,” suggested S6bastien smoothly. 

“ My fiiends ? Most certainly. Your very good firiends 
too. Miss Christine Nairne, I think you know her, 
and ” 

“ Ha ! Good ! ” A shout went up. The gay Miss 
Christine was a favourite in Malbaie. 

“ Miss Christine was good enough to stop me and 
inquire about my mare, Vitesse, who is to race, a trotter 
race next week, and " 

Again a cheer went up for Vitesse. 

“ What horse, Rory ? ” inquired a voice. 

“ An English horse, imported to America and from 
th^e to Qjiebec.” 

“ But Vitesse will win ! ” the voice cried, sind again a 
dieer broke forth. 
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“ Yes, Vitesse will win. My friend, M. Pierre Bedard, 
tliinIcR so too. At least his money says so. It will be a 
great race ! ” 

M. Bedard, eh ! Ah ! He was a good friend of the 
habitant. 

“ ’ere tonnerre ! What a race ! What day is it, 
Rory ? And where ? Tell us about it, mon vieux ! ” 

So Rory, nothing loath, gave an account of his experi- 
ence with the Black Duke and of the challenge offered by 
Colonel Gregory. 

“ I could not refuse that challenge for the honour of 
Malbaie.” 

A fierce yell swept the crowd. The supreme passion 
of the habitant in a horse-race was aflame. A full and 
eager discussion of the race began, of the chances for 
Vitesse, of the money to be won. 

“ You will put some money on Vitesse for me, Roiy,” 
begged Polydore Hanunel. 

“ If you believe in Vitesse, Polydore, most certainly.” 

“ Mille diables ! I know Vitesse. And I know you 
too, Rory. You will take my money ! ” 

" His-s-h ! Le Cure ! ” The Presbytery door opened 
and M. le Gur6 was seen approaching the crowd. 

“ But the building ? ” again suggested the smooth voice 
of Sebastien TrudeUe. 

“Most certainly. I interrupted,” said Rory with a 
laugh, and then proceeded witih his story of how he had 
become involved in the building project. “ So you see, 
my fiiends, it is for me and for you a simple proposition 
which will be completed with the erection of the walls. 
After which every man of Malbaie will return to Malbaie 
with his money in his pocket except so much as he pays 
fijr his tabac and for the new dress for his wife or Im 
sweetheart. Of course I can get men nearer Qjiebec, 
at Ste* Anne’s, or Baie St. Paul. But I see the Gur6. 
The Father foi^ve me for speaking from this 
place. M. le Gur^, I was asked to explain my errand 
to Malbaie.” 
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The Glare waved his hand. “ Go on, Rory. Let me 
hear all about it. You have already told me something. 
You may tell my people as well.” 

“ I have told them, Father, but Sebastien Trudelle 
has assured them it is war. That they may never 
retium.” 

“ War ? Ah ! That is another thing,” said the Cure, 
mounting the platform and taking his place beside the 
yoimg man. “ My good people, I have already warned 
you many times that war is threatened. That is my duty. 
I have told you to be prepared for war. That, too, is my 
duty and yours. The man who will not make all prepar- 
ation to defend his country against a wicked and un- 
scrupulous enemy is a coward and a traitor to his country. 
A few days ago in my paper I read that the American 
President said that, if the American army invades Canada, 
our people would not defend themselves. They love our 
country. Yes, my friends, they love our country so much 
that they would make it one of their states. And what 
then would become of you, of our beautiful French 
language, our institutions, our holy Church? That is 
what America would do to us. And with America is that 
atheist canaille, Napoleon. If he were to come, he would 
make short work of us. But the British fleet will not let 
him come. And the citadel of Quebec will stand against 
the Bostonians. So, my friends, this is a good bit of work 
for our dear country.” He raised his hands in the 
Benediction and passed back into the Presbytery. 

Through the afternoon and evening Red Rory was busy 
enrolling his men. In spite of all that Sebastien Trudelle 
and Philippe La Roque could say, the men of Malbaie 
had signed their names in a book promising to go to the 
city for six weeks, where there was so much to see and 
where there was good meat to be had three times a day 
and money for their work as weU. The men were organ- 
ized into companies of twenty, with a captain over each, 
and over all were two bosses, Andr^ McNab and the 
giant Polydore Hammel. AU who had horses and sleighs 
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were to bring them, and of course every man his own 
sharp axe, and every mason his tools. 

When all had signed his book. Red Rory submitted the 
names to the Seigneur for his inspection. 

“ Ay ! I do not see the names of Trudelle and La 
Roque here. And you axe wise. I should not have 
permitted them to go. They are useless and dangerous 
men. They will cause trouble. They must be watched. 
You have done a good bit of work, Rory. I will send a 
letter to the Governor. There are things he ought to 
know. Good-bye and good fortune attend you. Would 
I were twenty years younger. But there is life in the old 
dog yet.” 

Madame Naime was much pleased at Red Rory's 
success. 

“You will be going back soon,” she said. 

“To-night,” said Red Rory. 

“ To-night ? Do not be foolish, young man. Rest you 
here the night and I will send you on in my carriole 
to-morrow.” 

“ Ah, no. I would not think of that,” said Red Rory, 
quite overwhelmed at such condescension. 

“ Besides, you have had no time with your mother and 
I know how she feels about her only child. Laddie ! 
Laddie ! Mothers have gey queer hearts about their 
sons.” 

The strong, kind face was working strangely. He knew 
that her thoughts were in far India, where her gallant 
young soldier son, a lad of twenty-one, lay in his lonely 
grave, and of her youngest, now in Scotland. 

“ I will stay with my mother to-night,” he said gently. 
“ But I shall be away in the morning on my racquets 
-^hank you all the same.” 

“ Hoots, laddie ! Start as early as you like, but my 
carriole and team will take you. Besides, I am sending 
tso my daughter Ghrisline some goodies — she has aye a 
svsreet itoodi — ^and some for yomsdf forbye.” 
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CHAPTER IV 

H e found his mother, as he had expected, weiiting for 
him with supper ready. 

As she welcomed him he looked at her with new eyes 
as the Cur6 had bidden him. A little woman with the 
dark hair and ivory skin of the habitant woman, a broad 
smooth brow, eyes dark, lustrous and seemingly filled 
with deep clear light, a mouth whose tenderness was 
saved from sentimentality by a clean-cut and very firm 
little chin. She had beautiful hands, unspoiled by the 
toils of the habitant house-wife. She had never been 
allowed by the men of the house to take on the heavy 
work of the stable and field. When she spoke she had 
none of the high nasal twang so firequently heard in the 
habitant women. Her voice was the naturally soft yet 
full and resonant voice of the trained alto singer, at once 
compelling and wistful in its tones. With her son she 
almost invariably used the English language with a 
fascinating mingling of the Highland and French cadences 
in tone. But she had all the Highland idioms. She 
might have been from the Fraser country in Scotland. 
Red Rory found himself regarding and appraising his 
mother to-night with a new interest and a firesh mind. 

“ Well, Rory lad, you wiU be weary with your day. A 
very trying day. But you have got your men ? ” 

“ Or rather you got them for me, you and M. le 
Cure.” 

“ He is a wise man. He would be of great value in 
Quebec just now. He is educated, and he is tolerant. 
He has suffered himself from intolerance. He has lost 
all except his vocation. But knowledge of the world and 
a tolerant mind will be much needed in this country if 
I am not much mistaken. Tell me of the Governor and 
his Council.” 

“ The Governor has been a soldier all his life, mother. 
Therefore his methods and manners are those of the 
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barrack-room and the parade-ground. He gives orders 
and expects obedience, tout de suite. Opposition by 
those who differ in opinion, as, for instance, the members 
of the House of Assembly, he regards at once as a personal 
affront or as treason against the Government.” 

“ That is a pity. If he could know M. Taschereau as 
we know him in Malbaie ! You remember how delight- 
ful a gentleman he showed himself when visiting Madame 
Nairne. And M. Panet also. These are honourable 
gentlemen.” 

“ True enough, mother. He classes them aU with M. 
BMard, an honest enough man, but of coarser grain and 
with a rough tongue and brusque manners.” 

“ TeU me about the Secretary of the Governor. I hear 
mugh about him,” said his mother. 

“ There you have the worst enemy of Canada, mother. 
A narrow intolerant bigot. What he would like to see is 
French Canada under English rule, English law, English 
customs, English language, English religion. Literally 
so. I have heard him myself. The day before yesterday 
I very nearly had him by the throat. The Governor 
would have had the guard at me. But General Brock 
interposed.” 

“Tell me about it, my son.” 

When Rory had finished his tale his mother said 
quietly : 

“You will be thanking General Brock some day for 
what he did for you yon time. You forgot yourself. I 
do not believe that gentlemen use their hands on gentle- 
men. The way of the woods, of the lumber camp, are not 
the ways of the great world. And you must remember 
you are not of the habitants.” 

“ Habitats ! ” exdaimed Red Rory. “ Why, mother, 
I am habitat in part.*’ 

A slight flush tinged the mother’s ivory cheeks. 

“ Yes, I am habitant and I am not ashamed of habitant 
blood, but I aip the wife of your father, a soldier of the 
Ifighlanders. You are of my blood, but your 
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name is Fraser. And you must never shame that name 
by habitsint temper or habitant manners.” 

“ But, mother, he insulted you. I have been keeping 
in my heart the purpose to pull M. Ryland’s nose and 
perhaps slap his cheeks some day.” 

“ That is the purpose of a foolish boy. A big man, and 
a leader of men as you are to be, must not do silly and 
boyish things any more. But now, my boy, you must 
away to your bed.” 

“ A leader of men, mother ? ” Red Rory’s face was 
very grave, but in his eyes there burned the deep light 
that glowed in his mother’s. 

“Yes, that you will be. And so you must not be 
governed by tempers and desires for revenge. The man 
who is to serve his country cannot indulge tempers and 
revenges. He must deny himself those and many other 
delights.” 

“But great men lose their tempers, mother.” 

“ Never when they are great, my son.” Then after a 
little silence she added : “ True, great men show temper, 
even furious rage at times, but only to serve their purpose, 
never when temper has mastered them. That would 
show them weak. Temper ? Yes, but let it serve, not 
master you.” 

“Mother, you are a wise woman, and a wise mother 
too. I would like ’’—the boy hesitated— “ to ask you— 
something.” He paused and fell silent. 

The mother]s face grew very still. Her hands paused 
for a moment in their knitting, then went on at increased 
speed. 

“ Tell me about the American young lady,” she said 
gently. 

‘‘ Oh, mother, how did you know ? ” 

A mother needs not many words. One is enough. 
You said her name to me, ‘ Madeleine.’ She is beauti- 
ful ? ” 

“ Yes, mother, there is no one like her. But I am no 
fool. She is a very great lady. Her father is very 
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rich. She is of the great Dutch padrones of New York 
State.” 

“ And you love her, Rory ? ” The fingers trembled 
on the kmtting. 

“ No ! I have not allowed myself to love her.” Rory’s 
voice was determinedly emphatic. 

“ Ah ! ” said his mother, her knitting falling into her 
lap. 

“ But ” — ^the boy’s voice dropped low — “ I could — ^if— if 
it were only possible. I mean if it wasn’t just nonsense.” 

His mother’s lips were set in a thin line, her fingers 
flying furiously again. 

“ But I haven’t let myself go.” 

" Is she good ? ” 

“Good?” 

“ Has she a good, brave, kind, unselfish heart ? How 
does she treat her mother, her father? How does she 
treat servants and poor people ? ” 

“ I — don’t— know.” The boy stumbled in his words. 
“You see, I have only been with her about fifteen 
hours.” 

“ My son, you cannot love what you do not know. 
Love is a deep thing. It is yourself. You could not give 
yourself to one that was selfish, mean, cruel, unfaithfiil. 
First, you must know something about her, more than 
her eyes, her voice, her manners, her smile. Wait. Be 
master of yourself. Who she is makes little difference. 
You are a Fraser. What she is, that you must 
know. Meantime, you will keep your hand on your 
heart.” 

Rory felt himself a very littie boy in the presence of 
this gentle-voiced, wise, high-souled mother of his, whom 
he seemed to have just discovered. Keep his hand on his 
heart ! ^ Coiild he ? Yes, he could and he would. And 
with this resolve he bade his mother good night, kneeling 
^ hor skle while she said her prayers before the little 
^tdne. 
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CHAPTER V 


A 


GLORIOUS morning, eh, Fitz-Gibbon I And 


that gold and purple over Tourmente, there ! Where in 
all the world would you behold such a sight ? ” 

“ I was thinking of Gibraltar, General.” 

“ Gibraltar ? Yes, very like, except for the sweep, the 
noble sweep of the river, frozen as it is. The colour upon 
the red cliffs of SUlery does suggest Gibraltar. But this air ! 
Never at Gibraltar. Ha ! These men are putting some 
vim into their work, eh ? Are these the Malbaie men ? ” 
“ Yes, sir ! They came up yesterday, a himdred 
strong. They seem the right sort.” 

General Brock stood surveying the gangs of workmen 
at their various jobs with kindling eyes. 

“ Splendid men ! Yes ! What spring ! What verve ! 
And listen to them sing ! They seem to enjoy their work. 
Wonderful ! What a difference from the lazy fellows we 
had here last week ! Marvellous ! Ah ! Do you know 
what makes the difference ? ” 

“ Well, sir, those are men from the woods, lumbermen 
and 


“ Not at all. They are, of course, different men. 
Yes, different ! But don’t you understand ? Can’t you 
see what makes the difference ? Look yonder ! ” He 
pointed to a tall young man in the garb of a coureur de 
bois standing upon an up-jutting rock giving out his 
orders in a high, clear, ringing voice. 

“ Listen to him ! What a voice 1 What command t 
There lies the secret of this swinging, singing team work ! 
Fitz-Gibbon, we must make a militia officer of him. 
With a few leaders like that we could make soldiers out of 
that easy-going, sloppy militia of ours ! Go fetch him 
to me ! ” 

Fitz-Gibbon ran over to the young man, who was 
evidently having some difficulty with his job. 
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“ No, no. That will not do ! Pull that down ! Here, 
you, Andr6 ! That whole wall is rotten ! It mxist come 
down. Clear it away ! ” 

Andr6 came running to the young man and began to 
explain, gesticulating vehemently. The young man 
leaped down from his rock to the builders, seized a crow- 
bar, thrust it into a bit of wedl and gave a mighty heave. 
The wall swayed, tottered and fell crashing down the 
precipice. 

“ Rotten 1 We cannot build upon that. Clear the 
whole thing away !■ Yes, down to the rock ! No, no. 
Clear the whole thing off.” He went along the wall, 
newly built, striking into joints and heaving whole layers 
of stone. 

“ No, Andr^ ! This must all come down ! ” He came 
to a bit of old wall and drove his crowbar at it. “ Ah, 
this is better. This will do. But all this stuff, from this 
point to the angle yonder, must be cleared away. Get at 
it ! ” 

With a loud, chanting cry Andr^ sprang towards his 
men and began to give his orders with much vigorous 
swearing. 

Fitz-Gibbon came close to the young man. 

“ Hello, Red Rory ! The General wishes to speak to 
you.” 

Red Rory nodded and turned to his captain. 

“ Andre. Listen to me. The men of Malbaie must 
leave behind them a wall that will stand for a hundred 
years. You have your day’s work measured for you, but, 
if there is rotten foundation or rotten building, your men 
will work' all night pulling down what they have built 
durii^ the day. Do you understand ? And, AndrA get 
your head noason to test this mortar. Look at that 
mortar. Rotten stuff. No more of that ! ” 

“ W^ did not build that. Red Rory.” 

S*JJo,L.hot know? I am warning you. You are re- 
,G^ Potydore Hammel and Theophile Gagnon 
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“ The General wishes to speak to you at once,” said 
Fitz-Gibbon. 

“ The General wants good work done and I must attend 
to this now,” replied Red Rory. “ How much of this 
work is rotten, God only knows.” 

Polydore Hammel came lumiing, leaping like a cat for 
all his huge bulk, from rock to rocL To him Red Rory 
gave full directions as to the importance of good work. 
Everything done by the Malbaie men must be good to 
the rock. 

“ But certainly, ’ere nom ! What else ? ” said Polydore. 

“ Look about you ! ” said Red Rory. “ Look at that 
work ! ” 

Up came TMophile panting. 

“ Ah, Theophile, we are beginning some mason work. 
You have good masons with you. The men of Bale St. 
Paul are good builders. None better. Remember, we 
must not let our good name suffer for other men’s fatilt. 
You cannot build on rotten foimdations. Clear away 
all bad work first before you lay a stone. And see, all 
of you,” he continued to the group of captains about him, , 
“ that only sound and seasoned timbers are laid in these 
walls. No green stuff. This wall must last till the' 
Judgment Day.” 

Without further word he turned abruptly away, and 
never waiting for question or parley. With his orders he 
laid upon Ms captains the full responsibility for the 
results. Then he went his way to the General. 

“ You are busy,” said the General curtly. “ So 
am 1.” 

“ That work needed me. Much of what your men 
have done must be cleared away. It is rubbish.” 

As he spoke the Governor’s equipage drove up with a 
flourish. The General went to meet him and greeted Mm 
heartily. 

“ Your Excellency is looking better this morning,” he 
said. 

“ Feeling better ! Much better ! Got rid of that. nest. 
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of traitors yesterday. They, at least, shall annoy me no 
more. I am done with soft measures.” 

“ I returned late to town last night, your Excellency. 
I have had no news,” said the GreneraJ. 

“You will hear it soon enough. But I may as well 
tell you. You remember the demands of the Assembly 
that Judges should be deemed ineli^ble for the House. 
I finally agreed to their request, largely for the sake of 
peace. General, I stipulated, however, that Judge de 
Boime should retain lus seat to the end of this session. 
Do you know what the rascals did ? They actually sent 
up a remonstrance demanding Judge de Bonne’s dismissal 
at once. That made quite dear their purpose. They 
are not seeking Government, but anarchy. They are 
traitors, sir ! Thank Heaven it made my duty clear. I 
did it and consequently feel much better to-day.” 

“ I beg yom- pardon, your Excellency. You ” 

" I dismissed the rascals, turned them out neck and 
crop. I prorogued the House, sir.” 

“ What else could be done ? ” said the Secretary. 
“ They are only seeking to embarrass the Government. 
They are traitors and are seeking opportunity to sell this 
wretched country to the enemy,” 

Red R.ory with a sharp intake of breath checked an 
exdamation of rage. He remembered in time his mother’s 
word : “ The man who is to save his country cannot 
indulge tempers.” 

Ryland turned sharply about. “You were saying 

“ Nothing ! ” said Red Rory. 

“ Ah ! I remember you, young man, I think,” said 
the Governor. 

( “ Ihis is my new executive ofiicer in charge of our 
building operations,” said the General quickly. “ His 
grandfather was one of the Royal Emigrants, was wounded 
at Sia.ifit-au-Matel6t. His father, Sergeant-Major 
was killed in Europe in 1799, when this young man was 
a lad cC ten or so.” 
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“Ah! Sault-au-Matel6t — Fraser — not big Sandy 
Fraser ? ” 

Red Rory took off his cap and bowed low. 

“ By Heaven, sir, you have good blood in you I ” 
exclaimed the Governor. “ You ought to have some 
loyalty in you.” 

“ I hope so, your Excellency. I have the good fortune 
to have a loyal mother.” 

“ Mother ? ” said the Governor, a shade of doubt in 
his voice. 

“ Yes, your Excellency. A habitant mother who 
brought up her son to fear God and honour the King in 
whose service her husband gave his Hfe.” 

“ The King ? You mean ” 

“ The King, sir. Your Kong and mine, and when I 
told her how, but for your presence, I would have slapped 
the face of a slanderer and liar who called her traitor, she 
bade me remember that a man who would serve his 
coimtry may not yield to his temper.” Red Rory’s face 
was white, his eyes like blue steel points, but his voice was 
smooth as oil and his lips smiling. 

The Governor was staring at him with wide-open eyes, 
then he said : 

“ Yoimg man, every day thank God for your mother.” 

They moved forward towards the edge of the rock 
where the building was going on. 

“ General, you do not hold my opinion in regard to 
the loyalty of these people,” said the Governor in an 
undertone. 

“ Your Excellency, I am convinced they will defend 
their country, not for our sakes but for their own. Of 
course, if Napoleon should send an army by any chance 
up that river ” 

“ What would this young man say to that, I wonder? ” 
said the Governor. 

“ Ask him,” suggested the General with a smile. 

For some minutes they stood watching the men at the 
building. A spirit of rivalry between the gangs kept them 
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at high tension in their work. ChaflSng, joking, laughing, , 
singing, they were like boys at play. 

“ Why are they tearing down that new wall ? ” asked 
the General of Red Rory. “ They are destroying two 
weeks’ work there.” 

“ Bad work, sir. They must have used poor mortar. 
The wall would not carry any weight, nor the vibration 
of the guns. We want our walls to stand up against 
anything.” 

“ Even Napoleon’s guns, eh ? ” said the Governor. 

“ Napoleon’s guns never attack these walls, your 
Excellency. The British fleet will take care of him and 
his guns.” 

“ But if by any chance Napoleon’s fleet should elude 
the British fleet and land an army here, what of your 
habitants then ? ” 

“ You do not believe in my people, your Excellency,” 
Scud Red Rory. “ It is a pity you do not know them 
better. May I give you the answer to your question 
which was given me in Malbaie last week by a gentleman 
of Old France ? ” 

When Red Rory had concluded his recital of the 
statements of the Gur6 of Malbaie, the Governor 
said : 

“ And who was this gentleman, if I may ask ? ” 

“ Certainly. M. Courtois, a gentleman of good family, 
a trusted friend of the Seigneur Fraser, the Cur6 of 
Malbaie, to whom Napoleon is canaille and without 
whose aid I might have failed to secure so quidfly ^hese 
Malbaie men working down there. Excuse me. General.” 
Red Rory ran down towards a group of men who were 
stru^ling with a huge block of stone. 

“ Ha ! ” exclaimed the Secretary Ryland. “ Talk is 
easy.” 

The General deliberately turned his back upon the 
Secretaryj and in clear decisive tones remarked : 

One is, glad to hear such testimony, ,and from such a 
yrnir Excellency. One must not forget ^t the 
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situation of to-day in this province is very different from 
that of 1776.” 

‘^That is quite true. General. Perhaps we have not 
given full weight to certain facts. They are a simple 
people and ignorant. It is their tmscrupulous leaders 
who are to blame. They are the mischief-makers. That 
man Bedard is a dangerous fellow. Very dangerous 
feUow ! ” 

“ Only one place for a traitor like him,” said Ryland 
angrily. “ If half a dozen of these leaders were behind 
the bars there might be an end at least to organized 
resistance to authority.” 

“ That, too, may come,” said the Governor. 

At this point Red Rory came running back and said 
to the General : 

” I have promised these men two hours off to-morrow 
afternoon, sir. To see the race,” he explained in answer 
to the General’s blank look. 

“ The race ! Ah, yes ! I remember.” He turned to 
the Governor. “ Fitz-Gibbon was telling me about it. 
French horse. By the way, it is your horse, Fraser ? ” 

“Yes, sir. Bred in Malbaie from the Seigneur Fraser’s 
stallion. Whalebone stock.” 

“Yes, against young Fielding’s imported British stallion, 
trained in this newfangled kmd of racing in America. 
Very fine horse, I understand.” 

“ The finest in the country,” said Ryland. 

“ Fitz-Gibbon favours the native horse,” interposed the 
General. “ He is qtaite decided in his opinion. I am 
inclined to back his judgment. That is one thing Fitz- 
Gibbon does know, a horse. As a matter of sentiment 
I ought to back the English horse, I suppose, in spite 
of his American training, but I can’t afford to lose 
money.” 

“ The Black Duke I happen to know has an excellent 
record, and he has been trotting steadily on the ice this 
winter,” said Ryland. “ It is hardly possible that any 
scrub mongrel from this country could win against him.” 
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“ For this time, Ryland, I am going to disregard your 
judgment. I don’t believe you are a racing man,” said 
the Governor with a laugh. 

“No, I am no racing man, especially these trotting 
races. Give me a jfirm turf and a real race. No, I am 
no racing man, but judgment is generally based upon 
facts,” replied the Secretary. 

“ Your Excellency, your money will be safe. My mare 
will win. She knows ice trotting,” said Red Rory qmctly. 
“ She has the speed and the temper and the brains. The 
Black Duke is a great horse, but he hzis no brain and his 
temper is uncertain.” 

The Governor, who was a keen horseman, was much 
interested. 

“ Brain ? What do you mean ? ” 

“ An intelligent horse either plans his own race or he 
trusts entirely to his driver. A stupid horse just dashes 
in blindly.” 

“ And your mare ? ” 

She is intelligent, and she trusts me entirely. She 
will give me all she has.” 

“ And what of temper ? ” 

“ Bad temper exhausts a horse, just as it does a man. 
Take a bad-tempered horse back a dozen times to the 
scratch and he will fret himself so that he can’t possibly 
do his best. I can take my mare back two dozen times 
and she will remain as sweet and cool as possible. She 
never fusses. She trusts me.” 

The Governor stood observing him carefully. “ That 
sounds like good judgment, eh. General ? I must see 
the race to-morrow. Will you not join our party ? ” 

“With great pleasure. Governor. It promises some 
j^rt.” 

You will lose your money, sir, trust me,” said Ryland, 
with a scornful sniff. 

Just what I shall not do this time,” said the Governor, 
“’rite yc^g mtm seems to have sound philosophy of 
bi^^racuig. Young man, you ask the Gener^ a good 
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deal to let these men off for an afternoon from this very 
important work.” 

“ Two hours only, your Excellency,” 

“ Two hours ? ” laughed the Governor. “ The cabarets 
will see about that.” 

“ Two hours only, your Excellency. The gang which 
turns up after two hours’ interval a single man short 
works an extra two hours for nothing.” 

“ Forceful chap, apparently,” said the Governor, as 
they turned away. 

“ Impertiaent, bumptious half-caste, I would call 
him,” growled his Secretary. 

“ A most useful man I shall find him, I fancy,” said 
the General. 

The hour for dinner was a busy hour for Red Rory. 
BBs men he had to see properly housed and fed in a large 
vacant warehouse, and after dinner, marched back to 
work within the hour. Then there was Vitesse also who 
expected and demanded a visit and certain demonstra- 
tions of affection if she were to enjoy and digest her food. 
In the midst of these demonstrations Alain McNab 
appeared. 

“You sent for me, Rory,” he said. 

“ I did. How are the studies getting on, Alain ? ” 

“ They are nothing. Mostly religion and rhetoric.” 

“ Both excellent in their place. How would you Uke 
to keep my records for a hundred and fifty men at a fair 
salary and be my errand boy ? ” 

The boy’s dark eyes glittered. “ I would come to you, 
Roree, tout de suite if my Uncle Andr6 would pennit. 
But he is — what you say — enamoured of the school and 
the rhetoric.” 

“ Look here, Alain, you mtist learn to speak better 
English. Never speak French to me. And when you 
have opportunity listen to good English speaking. You 
must read also English books. You have French enough 
now. And as for the rhetoric, better give your time to 
F.nglisb reading and mathematics. You will need these 
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more th an rhetoric. The French Canadian student has 
too much rhetoric as it is.” 

“ But I am French Canadian,” cried Alain, his black 
eyes aglow. 

“ You are also a McNab, and don’t forget that. The 
McNabs are a great people. They don’t talk too much, 
but when you want a man to do things a McNab can be 
depended upon. You remember that.” 

“All right, Roree, but 

“ ‘ Rory,’ not ‘ Roree.’ Speak English. Get the accent 
right in English as in French,” said Red Rory sharply. 
“ All right, Rory.” 

“ Better. Now I will see your Uncle Andre. He is 
French, mostly French, and only French, but he is a fine 
chap and my fiiend.” 

“ And me too, Roree — ^Rory,” said Alain, a dog-like 
adoration in his eyes. “ You pulled me out of the Fleuve 
one day.” 

“That’s aU right,” said Red Rory curtly. “And I 
want you to-morrow to be with me on the race-coxurse. 
There will be a lot of things to look after. Vitesse to 
blanket and rub down and a tally to keep of my Malbaie 
and Bale St. Paul men. Thdy have only two hours off 
from work and they must be back in time. I will tell you 
more to-morrow. You will eat with the men and sleep 
with me.” 

As Alain was expressing his delight in English prose 
and in French rhetoric, rather to Red Rory’s disgust, 
there was a flourish of bdls and a shout for Rory at the 
stable door. 

“ See who that is, Alain. I am busy.” 

“ Hey, yotmg man ! Is Rory about anywhere ? TeU 
him Fitz-Gibbon wishes to speak to him.” 

" Hello there, Alain I . Gome here ! Never mind 
him ! Come here at once. Don’t you hear me speak- 

ing ? »’ 

. Gap in hand, Alain ran to greet Miss Christine Naime, 
xwth vdiom he was a prime favourite. 
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See ! Here is your sister, Josette, whom you have 
most dreadfully neglected for days. Come and kiss her. 
And two lovely young ladies whose eyes proclaim their 
joy in beholding such a handsome young Apollo as you. 
Yes ! You may shake hands with them. Mademoiselle 
Louise Vallieres and Miss Madeleine Van Rancken.^’ 
Alain’s bow would have graced a Paris salon. ‘‘ And 
now you can run and get Red Rory for us.” 

"V^at a lovely boy ! ” exclaimed Madeleine. Your 
brother, Josette ? Of course ! he looks like you.” 

** Yes. He is at college here. But I fear not much of 
a student. He is a mere boy, seventeen.” 

Adorable ! And just my age,” murmured Made- 
moiselle Madeleine. 

Tut, tut ! No nonsense ! He is very inflammable, I 
tell you, Madeleine. Besides, he is in love with me,” 
warned Miss Christine. 

I want him so much ! ” wailed Madeleine, sotto voce. 

Harpy ! How many more do you want ? ” groaned 
Fitz-Gibbon, who was driving the VaKi^res pair. 

Oh, Rory ! ” cried Miss Christine. “ About the race 
to-morrow. I suppose we shall not be able to see you at 
all.” 

‘‘ I shall see only Vitesse,” answered Rory, smiling and 
with a swift glance at the flushed and lovely face in the 
back seat. 

And how is Vitesse ? No worse of her terrible jour- 
ney ? And may I see her ? ” said Madeleine eagerly. 

You may. Alain will take you.” 

The girl sprang from the sleigh and ran in with Alain 
to make her visit. 

‘‘ Rory, there is trouble,” said Miss Christine in a low 
hurried voice. I am afraid of what may happen. You 
know the trouble in the House, about the Judges ? And 
that the Governor — ^poor dear, he is so iU — ^was furious 
and prorogued the House, and quite right too. Well, 
to-day — ^have you seen ‘ Le Canadien ’ ? No ! Vile 
sheet ! I only read it to see how low men will fall ! 
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To-day there are the speeches of that creature Bedard 
and that horrid Boudarges, the most violent and abusive 
speeches, and a most scandalous editorial practically 
calling upon the people to revolt.” 

“ Revolt ? Hardly, Miss Christine,” remonstrated 
Rory. 

“ But most certainly. Am I not right, Mr. Fitz- 
Gibbon?” 

“Well, to oppose.” 

“ Oppose ? Well, what is the difference ? Oppose, 
revolt — ^words may iffer — ^the thing is the same. Don’t 
interrupt me, Rory. Well, there it is in black and white. 
And the Governor is quite determined that he will not 
tolerate any treasonable writings in ‘ Le Canadien ’ or in 
any other paper in the Province. So there may be 
trouble in the streets to-day or to-morrow on the ice, 
especially if the Canadians lose their money.” 

“ They won’t lose their money. They will win,” said 
Rory conMently. “And if they are rightly handled 
they won’t fight.” 

“ Oh, that is just the trouble. That Secretary of the 
Governor is such a narrow and bigoted and bitter man. 
He wants the soldiers called out.” 

^ There might be trouble then. Perhaps. But why 
tell me about this ? ” 

“ Well, I was thi nk i n g you might do something or — ^see 
somebody — ^and Madeleine was afraid — ^here she comes, 
and what cheeks. Madeleine was afraid that Vitesse or 
possibly Vitesse’s master might get hint.” 

“ Not afraid,” said Madeleine shyly, glancing up at 
Red Rory. “ But I didn’t want her. to be hurt, nor her 
master either, and I thought you ought to loiow.” The 
flush had deepened on her chedi before she had finished. 

“ Oh, thank you,” said Red Rory with a gay laugh. 
“But neither Vitese nor her master will be hurt to- 
morrow, never fear.” 

“ Hmi: ? ” exdaimed Alain. “ Hurt ? Who would 
hart Vitesse ? Or her master ? There will be a hundred 
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Malbaie men on the ice. Oh, la la ! Hurt ! ” Alain’s 
laugh pealed out scornfully. 

“ But, Rory. It is better you should know it and 
you will be careful,” interposed Josette, whose voice 
was very anxious. “ And you will keep this wild boy 
quiet.” 

Alain ? He will be quiet, if he is told, eh, Alain ? ” 

The boy grinned. “ But of course. It is to laugh — I 
He checked himself in his French English. 
“ It would be a joke if anyone would propose to hurt 
Vitesse or Red Rory.” 

“ And, Rory ! Oh,” exclaimed Madeleine, “ I almost 
forgot why I — ^why we came down. My brother. Max, 
has come. And he has a most beautiful little cutter, 
which we would like you to use instead of your heavy 
carriole.” Her lovely face was eager, her blue eyes 
alight. “ You will use it ? ” 

Red Rory’s eyes were resolutely turned away from 
her. 

“ It is very kind of you. Miss Madeleine, but I have a 
new and very light carriole built for the purpose.” He 
threw a swift glance at her, caught the disappointment in 
her face. “ But all the same I am more than gratrful, 
and I will tell Vitesse too. We are having a turn to-night 
over the course when the moon is bright.” 

“ To-night ? ” cried all four ladies together, and then 
in silence waited. Red Rory nodded. 

“ The horrid creature ! He does not invite us to see 
the trial,” exclaimed Miss Christine. 

“ Sure, isn’t it a free country ? ” said Fitz-Gibbon. 

“ And I want to go so much,” said Madeleine. 

“ You can’t win him with sighs,” said Miss Christine. 
*5 He is stubborn as a mule.” 

Red Rory grinned at her pleasantly. 

“ No, but to-night I want no distraction from Vitesse. 
I must have her all to myself. She miKt get used to Ae 
new sleigh.” He laughed aloud. “ It is a funny-looking 
, sleigh. Two runners and a box. But they are steel 
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runners and polished like silver. Oh, she will like it, 
but I must explain it all to her. Sleigh, harness and mare 
will be French Canadian.” 

“ And driver too,” said Louise Valliferes. 

“ Mos’ certainlee. Most certainly,” exclaimed Alain. 
“ French Canadian.” 

“ Tut, tut, what about ‘ Fraser ’ ? Scottish Canadian, 
say I.” Miss Christine was quite impatient over Alain’s 
claim. 

“ Canadian will do,” said Red Rory. “ We are all 
Canadians.” 

“ And you will not invite us to the trials to-night,” said 
Madeleine with an adorable pout. 

“ Not to-night. But it is a free country, as Mr. Fitz- 
Gibbon says,” replied Red Rory. 

“ We may turn up to-night, who can tell ? ” said Fitz- 
Gibbon. 

Not me,” said Madeleine. “ I would not distract — 
anyone.” 

“Not me,” said Josette. “I would not disturb 
Vitesse.” 

“ Not me,” said Louise. “ And for the same reason.” 

“ Thank you. Miss Louise,” said Red Rory, “ and 
lhank you all, ladies.” Taking his cap from his head he 
made them a deep bow. “ You are true sports. The 
race, of course, is everything.” 

“ Shall we drive on, Louise ? ” said Miss Christine. 
“ This man is quite heartless. Well, Rory, we shall still 
pray for you and for Vitesse — especially for Vitesse.” 

“ Thank you, Miss Christine, for myself and for Vitesse. 
She is now sure to win.” Again he swept them a bow as 
the carriole drove off. 

“ He thinks only of his Vitesse,” said Miss Christine. 

“ But of course,” said Miss Louise. “ It is Vitesse that 
cafrks our monnaie, n’est-ce pas ? ” 

“And her driver,” added Miss Madeleinje. 

“ Vay mucAi her driver,” said Miss Christine. “ The 
wrdbtdi! ” 
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CHAPTER VI 

OOD morning, Cousin Simon. You are early 

VJr down.’^ 

One must be early these days to catch any trade. 
But what do you want ? More credit ? ” 

Yes, till the first pay-day, two weeks off. But I know 
you will trust me.” 

“ But not your habitant customers, Rory. They are 
spending their money in every cabaret like water. There 
will be none left for my bills.” 

I will speak to them. Cousin Simon. But meantime 
I have another matter for you. I want you to handle 
Pierre Bedard^s bets this afternoon.” 

“ Bedard’s bets ? Not his nor any other man’s bets. 
I am not holding with any betting. I am a God-fearing 
man. But why cannot Bedard look after his own bets ? ” 
Well, Bedard may not appear. You know the House 
has just been prorogued. And if Bedard appears on the 
ice there may be trouble. I am trying to keep him off. 
But I fear I shan’t be able. So if there is trouble I want 
to be able to announce that his bets may be paid in to his 
agent at your store.” 

I am not taking anything to do with these things. I 
am a plain business man, attending to my merchandising, 

which in these hard times 

It won’t do, Cousin Simon. I passed by your store 
last night and saw the crowd of your customers here and 
heard them too. No, I’m not saying you were sympa- 
thizing with them, but the habitants tell you all their 
troubles.” 

‘‘ Whisht now, Rory,” said Simon Fraser, glancing out 
into the street. “ It iss myself that knows nothing about 
these things. And as for Pierre Bedard, he iss a hot- 
headed radical, a wild one, and that he iss, and 

Simon’s speech reflected the excited state of bis feelings. 
Well, never mind that. Cousin Simon. It is about 

D 
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the race I am talking to you. You know it is my mare, 
Vitesse, that is trotting, and it was M. BMard that really 
brought it on with Colonel Gregory.” 

“ Yess, yess, I know, and a very clever man he iss too, 
but 

“ Anyway, M. Bedard has taken on a lot of bets from 
the officers and the Americans and all the English crowd, 
and if he gets into trouble, I want simply to announce 
to-day at die race that M. Bedard’s agent will be at your 
store this afternoon to settle all accounts.” 

“ At my store ? Man alive ! What are you saying ? ” 
“ Here is his book. All you will need to do will be to 

check the amounts as they are paid in ” 

“ Paid in ? And what about the amounts to be paid 
out ? ” 

“ There won’t be any. Cousin Simon. My mare will 
win.” 

“ And how do you know that, my man ? ” 

“ Well, Cousin Simon, do you think I know a horse 
when I see one ? ” 

“ None better, whateffer ! ” 

“ I have seen the Black Duke on the ice often. I have 
watched him. He is a grand horse, but Vitesse will have 
no difficulty with him. I know what I am saying.” 

“ You are sure ? ” asked Simon cautiously. 

“ Dead certain sure ! If you want to make ” 

“ Whisht now, Rory, do you think I would, an elder in 
the kirk ? Are ye richt siure the mare will win ? ” 

“ Didn’t you hear me say ? ” 

“Well well. I was bearin’ the lads, Kenneth and 
Sandy, talkin’. But it iss a wild way of doing things. 
And you are sure, Rory ? ” 

“ If she goes in she’ll win. But here is the book. All 

you will need to do is to check up ” 

“Me iss it? Check up? Yon man’s bets? Me? 
Well, well, leave the book. My book-keeper will see to 

i^. But you are quite sure 

" Thank you. Cousin Simon. I shall be needing some 
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more beans and peas, and pork as well. Those Malbaie 
men of mine are like wolves. It was a mistake to offer 
to feed them.” 

“ Aw, well, they will be earning their money if you 
are bossing them, I doubt. But what ? Away so soon ? 
What time is yon race ? ” 

“ At half after two. My men are off for two hours.” 

“ Yon Malbaie loons ? Man, Rory, you are a foolish 
man. Keep you your Malbaie men out of that stramash. 
Let me tell you there will be doings. Keep them away, 
man ! ” 

“What do you mean, Simon? Have you heard 
anything ? ” 

“ No, I am not saying what I have heard. But I am 
telling you, keep yon wild men away from the ice. The 
habitants are \\^d, and,” — ^here Simon glanced out of the 
window cautiously again — “ and hard to me. Sir James 
means to have the soldiers out.” 

“ The soldiers ! ” exclaimed Rory as the door opened. 

“ Whisht,” he whispered. Then in a louder voice : 
“ Ay, the soldiers will begin their daily exercise soon 
again. Ah, good morning, Mr. Boisseau. You are early 
afiK)t this cold morning.” 

“ Good-bye, then. Cousin Simon,” said Rory. 

“ Well, good-bye, Rory. The beans iss it and the peas 
and the pork as well. And will there be anything else ? 
No? Well, I will be attending to — ^to — every — ^to your 
orders.” 

Rorywasoffatarun. His men met him with searching 
looks as they went at their work. There was no singing 
and little joking, but a good deal of quiet undertone talk- 
ing going on. Young Alain met Rory with his full roster 
of men and with the necessary requisitions for supplies. 
The boy was obviously in the grip of deep emotion. He 
fumbled with his papers and was muddled in his additions. 
After he had finished with his report he blurted out 
abruptly : 

“ They say there will be trouble on the streets to-day.” 
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“ Oh, who are ‘ they ’ ? ” 

“ Everybody. I heard it last night among our men here 
and — and at the college too. There was a meeting of the 
students.” 

“And what was done at the meeting of those poli- 
ticians ? ” 

“ It is not to laugh ” began Alain. 

“ Tut, tut, habitant ! ” said Rory with a smile. “ Talk 
English to me.” 

“Pardon! I mean it is a serious matter. Think of it. 
The House dismissed just because ” 

“ Now, Alain, unless you can think more clearly and 
keep your head cool, I won’t waste time with you. You 
listen to one side and go off at half-cock. I am ashamed 
of you. Now, do you want to hear the right of this or do 
you think you know all about it ? ” 

“ I know ” began Alain hotly. 

“ All right, if you know. Shut up. You need not tell 
me, for I know all about it. But now listen to my orders 
for to-day. These men, at noon, march off to dinner and 
march back here at one o’dock. They march down to 
the ice at half-past two. They are to line the course and 
keep it clear. After the race they are to form tip and 
march straight back to work here at half-past four. And 
no nonsense, no fighting, no quarrelling. And you are 
my deputy and you must keep your head, Alain. No 
matter what comes, your duty is with the men here. Do 
you understand ? And do you give me your word ? ” 

Half sullenly Alain gave his word and went about his 
work. Rory called him back. 

“ Alain boy,” he said kindly, “ you must be a man 
to-day. A man after your father’s type and mine. 
Remember, we are of the Fraser Highlanders. There is 
no rebel blood in us.” 

“ What of the ‘ Forty-five ’ ? ” Alain shot back swiftly. 

“ The ‘ Forty-five ’ ? Lad, we were fighting for our 
Eling. We had never sworn to any other. And, lad, the 
a>)diers may be out to-day. Remember, they are Brock’s 



THE ROCK AND THE RIVER 69 

men, not militia rabble. They are my father’s comrades 
and they are mine, and they stand for our King. We 
stand for om rights, but remember we are no rebels.” 
He put his hand on the boy’s shoulder. “ You under- 
stand ? ” 

The boy shook his head miserably. 

“ Well, boy, you must trust me then. Will you ? ” 

The boy turned his dark eyes upon Red Rory. 

“ Mais oui ! ” he said. “ I will trust you, Roree 
Rouge,” and hurried away. 

As Red Rory went about among the workmen he was 
greeted everywhere with inquiries about Vitesse and with 
cheery assurances of her success. As the noon hour drew 
near he called his captains, Andre McNab, Polydore 
Hammel and Theophile Gagnon, to him. 

“ You will keep your men together to-day. No 
cabarets, no flasks. There may be trouble on the ice, 
especially when Vitesse wins. People hate to lose money. 
Our English and American friends, too, hate to lose a 
race. You will police the course very quietly, of course. 
No noise. And after the race you will march your men 
through the crowd right back to your work. And 
remember, no fighting. Polydore, you will sing ‘ Mal- 
brouck,’ eh ? ” 

“ Eh, bien ! ” said Polydore with a grin. 

“ The good name of Malbsde is in your keeping. These 
Qpebec canaille will be full of whisky blanc and foolish- 
ness. You are not like them.” 

“ But of course,” said Theophile. “ Also Baie St. 
Paul.” 

“ Of course, TheophUe, Baie St Paul,” said Red Rory. 
“ I look to you to-day.” 

“ But I hear the soldiers are to be out,” said Polydore 
doubtfully. 

“ Maybe, Polydore, hut the soldiers are om: fiiends 
to-day. You understand ? ” 

“ Of course, of course. That is what I say,” said 
Polydore. 
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As Red Rory went down through the Lower Town he 
found the streets crowded with excited men. In Ferland 
Street, where stood the office of “ Le Ganadien,” a dense 
but silent crowd had gathered. 

As he was quietly pushing his way through, he felt a 
hand within his arm. Turning his head he found 
Colonel Gregory at his elbow wearing a portentous 
frown. 

“ I say, Colonel, don’t look like that,” he muttered. 
“ Look at those faces. For God’s sake laugh ! ” 

The Colonel quickly responded. “ Ha ha, old cock ! ” 
he shouted. “ How is the mare ? ” 

“ Ah, my dear Colonel, the mare is only waiting her 
chance to win all your money.” Red Rory’s laugh rang 
high and clear over the crowd. 

“ She is welcome to it, if she wins,” replied the Colonel 
gaily. “ If you win I’ll stand you a dinner as well.” 

“ No, no. Colonel ! To-night Miles Prentice will 
spread his very best dinner for you and a do^en of your 
best fiiends as my guests.” 

“Very good. We will shake on that,” cried the 
Colonel. “ Come and let us look at the Httle girl.” 

A cheer swept the crowd as the two went off arm in 
arm. The volatile habitants flung off their sullen mood 
and, yielding to the impulses of their sporting nature, 
dispersed in gay good-humour discussing the prospects of 
a glorious victory for the French Canadian over the 
English trotter. 

“ There is an ugly spirit in the town, my boy,” said the 
Colonel. “ I don’t half like it. And I am none too 
cheerful over this race to-day. Most unfortunate it 
should have come at this time. Of course you know that 
the Governor has prorogued the House. And quite 
i^ht too. But the people are ugly. And if that damned 
Imt-headed Bddard appears, there may be a riot.” 

“ I am afraid you and I wouldn’t quite agree on this 
question. Colonel,” 

' ^ By Jove ! I quite forgot. Thought you were one of 
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US, you know. But I say, you know, that BMard, eh, 
what ? Damned taraitor, eh ? ” 

“ No, Colonel. He doesn’t agree with the Governor 
on the matter of Judges sitting in the House. Nor do I 
as a matter of fact. A Judge should be above and separate 
from all political parties. But, after all, Bedard is no 
traitor, no more am I.” 

“ But, dammit, did you read the rag ? Called on the 
people to oppose the Governor, by Jove, and ” 

“ Colonel, you know I am no rebel ! ” 

“ Rebel ? Fraser ? Malbaie Fraser ? Fraser High- 
lander and that sort of thing ? Rebel ? My dear 
feUow ! ” 

“ Thank you, Colonel. Yet I think the Governor is 
wrong in this. But here we are and we will have a look 
at the lady. No ! I won’t take her out.” 

Red Rory whipped off the blanket. The Colonel 
walked round the mare in silence, passing his hands over 
her satin skin, feeling her clean flat legs and slender fet- 
locks, her strong-muscled withers, her powerful shoulders. 

“ By Jove ! Fraser, she is perfect ! Not a line out ! 
She is heavier thewed than I had thought, eh? And 
that eye ! Look at the light in it. And yet so quiet. 
Brains and sweet temper. Egad, sir, I must hedge a bit, 
a couple of anchors to windward, eh ? Must see about 
that. She ought to win. Damnation, Fraser, she ought 
to win ! ” 

The Colonel hurried away to his lunch and to see what 
could be done in the way of cover. 

Long before the hour set for the race, Quebec was on 
the move for the ice-course. The keen frost of early 
morning had yielded somewhat to the genial effects of 
a brilliant sim. Lining the mile course on either side the 
inhabitants of the city and the surrounding parishes stood 
several tiers deep upon the frozen Fleuve. 

At the finishing post a place had been reserved for the 
Governor and his suite, with whom stood General Brock, 
together with the great Seigneurs and their ladies. To- 
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day, Sir James Craig seemed to be in better health and 
spirits. The old soldier having flung his gage to his 
enemies appeared to fling with it much of the heavy load 
of care and weakness that had made life a weariness to 
him for months past. Close beside the Governor’s sleigh 
on horseback his Secretary, Ryland, was in attendance, 
his hard bitter face reflecting nothing of the gay and joy- 
ous spirit that pervaded the Governor’s party. Among 
the gentry surrounding the viceregal party none made a 
more splendid appearance than the equipage of the 
Vallieres. The ladies of the party, Mademoiselle Louise 
Valli^res and her friends. Miss Christine Naime and Miss 
Madeleine Van Rancken, were resplendent in their minks, 
foxes, beavers. Beside them in his new American cutter 
sat Miss Van Rancken’s brother. Max, driving a magnifi- 
cent grey, and at his side the vivacious face of Josette 
McNab gleamed like a pearl in its setting of fur rufiF and 
jaimty toque of silver fox, the gift of Red Rory Fraser on 
his return from his last year’s hunting. At her side in 
attendance rode Lieutenant Fitz-Gibbon, General Brock’s 
aide-de-camp. 

As the last stroke firom the great bell of the Basilica rang 
out over the town, the Governor’s carriole swept out upon 
the mile-long course of gleaming ice. There followed the 
General’s sleigh, next in their proper order the sleighs of 
the Seigneurs and the gentry, and after them those of the 
citizens-, great and small. At the tail of the goigeous 
procession came, from the parishes, home-made berlots 
and carrioles, and at the very end a dog team hitched to 
a luxuriously appointed traineau, driven by a Hudson’s 
Bay trapper in all his glory. Down the course marked 
'out by “ sapins ” and back again amid the cheering 
throng the procession moved at a moderate pace. 

^ A single turn round the course by the gay throng of 
^htseers and the ice was cleared for the event of the day. 
As the Black Duke stepped out of his blankets on to the 
coime a great burst of hurrahs from his admirers and 
barfcrs amor^ the Rng^h proclaimed his popularity and 
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thdr confidence- But when the French Canadian mare 
on tip-toe danced out daintily after the black stallion, a 
yeU, sudden, fierce, shrill and high-pitched, broke from a 
thousand throats. 

“ Vitesse ! Vitesse ! Vive la Vitesse ! ” 

At the fierce yell the black stallion reared high in air 
and began a series of plunges that threatened to upset his 
cutter. The little mare ^er one cat-like spring, at one 
single “Whoa, Vitesse,” from her driver stood stock 
still, but quivering, her ears back flat to her head as if 
taking in her driver’s words, reproving, remonstrating, 
laughing at her. Then at command she stepped gaily 
on again, utterly indifferent to the cheers and yells of the 
multitude. 

“ Did you notice that little mare. General ? ” said Sir 
James. “ Brains and temper, eh ? ” 

As they moved on down the course the cheers turned to 
good-humoured laughter. And no wonder. The con- 
traption to which Vitesse was attached was enough to 
excite laughter, the most hilarious. Two steel-shod 
ruimers of two-inch hickory, stayed with cross-pieces of 
the same tough wood with a seat of thin elm boards 
attached, all bolted securely together but without a touch 
of paint or rag of upholstering. A weird structure like 
not i ng ever before made by the hand of man, but light, 
strong and well-nigh impossible to upset. Pursued but 
utterly unmoved by the laughter. Red Rory followed 
down the course in the wake of the plunging black, con- 
versing with his mare in cheery laughing tones to which 
the quick ears and tossing head seemed to make cheery 
response. The relation between driver and mare was 
obviously one of complete sympathy and confidence. 

The start was apparently difficult to achieve. Two 
rules had to be observed. No light must show between 
the horses at the line, and the line must be crossed at a 
trot. A break into a gallop at the crossing of the line 
demanded a new trial. Again and again Red Rory 
allowed the black to take the lead, but whenever the 
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Black Duke heard the mare come up roaring behind him, 
he seemed to lose his head and break into a gallop, and 
at every trial he appeared to become more and more 
excited and uncontrollable. 

“ Let me take the lead. Fielding, for the start. My 
mare won’t mind your coming up on her.” 

“ All right, Fraser. Try it. This damned crazy fool, 
I can’t hold him down.” 

The first attempt of the new procedure was successful 
and they were away. Vitesse in the lead by half a length 
and the Black Duke roaring behind her and cutting down 
her lead at every stride. 

At the end of the first quarter the black was neck and 
neck with the mare and well within his speed. Near the 
half-way post Fielding let him have his head and immedi- 
ately he swept to the front, half a length ahead. But the 
mare paid no heed to this bid, seemingly quite unruflfied 
by the change in position. From the English faction a 
great shout went up. 

“ The Black Duke vrans ! Hurrah ! ” 

A great silence fell upon the Canadians. 

“ He’s winning ! Oh, he is winning,” groaned Miss 
Madeleine. 

“ Nonsense ! ” said Miss Christine with a laugh. 
“ Look at her head.” 

Sure enough. The mare’s head was high in air and she 
was reaching for the bit. At the three-quarter post the 
Black Duke was a full length in front and going with 
steady powerfiil strides. A stillness fell upon the crowd, 
and through the stillness came the voice of Red Rory, 
quiet, dear. 

“ Vitesse ! En avant ! Now, ma petite ! ” 

A gay little toss, the beautiful head dropped a few 
inchra, and with no apparent effort the mare moved up 
with never a break or hitch, to the' flank, to the head, 
and there held a moment. 

, ^ “ Come along, -old boy 1 ” shouted Fielding with a little 
flick of his long whip point. It was a fatal touch. ITie 
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Stallion lost his neirve, broke into a gallop, and before he 
could recover his stride Vitesse had swept on joyously to 
victory. 

Once more that fierce, wild, French Canadian yell 
pierced the multitudinous noises that rose from the crowds 
that thronged tumultuously about the horses to con- 
gratulate and commiserate the drivers. 

“ Keep back, men. Don’t fuss my mare,” cried Red 
Rory laughingly as he threw oflF the hands reaching for 
him , and made for the Black Duke’s driver. 

“ A great race. Fielding ! Pity he lost his feet at the 
last.” 

“ Great race indeed,” said Fielding, offering his hand. 
“ And a great little mare of yours, Fraser. Yes, I am 
sorry he &dn’t stick it out. He was going strong.” 

“ He is a magnificent horse and he goes better with a 
lead. If you l^e I’ll lead off next race.” 

“You are right. He can’t stand a horse coming up 
on him. He loses his nerve.” 

Meantime the Governor had sent for Red Rory. 

“ Ha ! You are right, young man. Brains and good 
temper, eh ! ” exclaimed Sir James in high good-hmnour. 

“ She knows me and she trusts me. We rely on each 
other. It is the only way to get the best out of any 
combination, sir,” replied Red Rory. 

“ Ha ! What ? Yes. If you can rely upon ? 

Ha ! What are they shouting, Ryland ? Who are those 
people ? ” 

Through the fierce and exultant cheering of the French 
Canadians there could be heard the rhy thmic beat of a 
cry. “ Where is Bddard ? Where is Bedard ? ” 

“ It is the students from the Seminary. Young fools ! ” 
said Ryland angrily. “ They are calling for B6dard, your 
Excellency. Insolent rascals ! ” 

The students were gradually maiking their way nearer 
and nearer to the Governor’s party and drawing into 
their numbers the rabble who were beginning to t^e up 
the rhythmic cry, “ Where is Bedard ? ” 
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“ I wish you had ordered a troop of cavalry.” 

“ Cavalry ! ” laughed Fitz-Gibbon. “ And what 
would you be wanting with the cavalry, Mr. Ryland ? 
Sure those boys will hurt nobody at all.” 

Red Rory joined in the laugh. “ I’ll attend to them, 
Fitz-Gibbon,” he said, running off towards the course 
where Alain was walking Vitesse up and down under 
blankets. 

“ Get back, boys,” ciied Red Rory. “ You are exciting 
my mare.” 

“ Where is Bedard ? ” cried a young student, tall, 
handsome and with a truly noble cast of face. 

“ Well, he is not here,” said Red Rory. “ And you 
keep back your crowd, Papineau. My mare needs a 
quiet little rest. Eh ? ” 

“ Where is Bedard ? ” shouted the youth, backed by the 
frantic cheers of his comrades. 

“ I tell you I haven’t got him,” said Red Rory. “ So 
get back. What? You won’t? We’ll see.” He sprang 
up on his cutter and cried out, waving his hand : “ Mal- 
baie ! Malbaie ! A moi ! ” 

A roar, deep and threatening, answered his cry. 
Thrusting through the crowd, hurling men asunder, 
came Polydore Hammel crying, “ Malbaie ! Malbaie 1 ” 
On all sides came the response. “ Malbaie ! Malbaie ! ” 
In less than three minutes some fifty men were about 
Red Rory. 

What is it, Rory ? ” shouted Polydore. 

“ Oh, not^g much,” replied Red Rory with a gay 
laugh. “ Vitesse needs a liMe room to walk about anH 
these young men are a little too insistent in their admira- 
tion. Room I want.” He swept his hand towards the 
crowding, shouting students. 

“ Eh bien ! ” exclaimed Polydore. With a swift move- 
ment he advanced upon the students. 

“ Gk> bac^ ! ” he roared, waving his arms as if to a flock 
of geese. 

The students laughed at him. But not long. Seizing 
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the nearest of them, Polydore with a mighty heave 
swung him as he might a heavy hammer and hurled 
him clean over the heads of his companions far into the 
crowd. 

Polydore ! ” cried Red Rory, again laughing aloud. 
“ Doucement ! Doucement ! Mon vieux ! 

“ Mais certainement ! ” roared Polydore pleasantly, 
snatching another student and treating him as he had the 
first. In a very few moments, before the onset of the 
Malbaie men the student formation was scattered like 
leaves before a wind. The chanting cries for M. Bedard 
were no longer heard, and after a few minutes’ rest the 
second heat of the race was called. Red Rory looked at 
his watch. He had forty-five minutes to win the race 
and get his men back to the fortifications. Plenty of 
time. 

‘‘ Polydore ! ” 

The giant came trotting to him. 

Immediately after the race get your men away. A 
little song, and quick march, eh ? ” 

“ Eh bien ! Tout de suite, mon Capitaine,” said 
Polydore, his great hands caressing Vitesse. Ma belie 
allouette ! Ma belle petite,” he murmured. 

Allons ! Marche done, Vitesse ! C’est fini,” said 
Red Rory with a gay laugh. He laughed too soon. He 
had not counted upon the proverbial hazards of a horse- 
race. In the second heat, as Vitesse, a length in the 
lead, for Red Rory was taking no chances, was skimming 
the ice like a swallow with the Black Duke roaring hard 
behind her and the French Canadian crowd frantically 
waving and cheering, at the three-quarter post a man 
stepped from the side line yelling madly and flung his 
capuchon high in air. The capuchon fell just in front 
of the mare’s flying feet. A desperate leap in air, a 
plunge, a slide into the bank of snow on the side, a 
recovery, a gaUant but vain attempt to regain her lost 
place and she crossed the line nose to tail of the stallion, 
but leaving a trail of red blood behind her. 



78 THE ROCK AND THE RIVER 

A yell savage as the cry of a wild beast broke from the 
crowd. Theophile Gagnon had the man by the throat, 
worrying him from side to side as a dog might a rat. 
About him, maddened men cried hoarsely : “ An 

English plot ! Kill him ! ” with scores of fragers reach- 
ing for him. 

Meantime Freddy Fielding had run to Red Rory, 
swearing deeply and shouting : 

“ It’s no race, Rory. No race ! I won’t have it ! It’s 
a damn shame ! Is she hurt much ? ” 

“ No, only a cut in her heel ! But, Fielding, for God’s 
sake look at that crowd. Rescue that man. They will 
siurdy kill him. Gome on ! Alain, look after Vitesse ! ” 

“ No, you. Let me go ! ” cried Alain, stru ggling in 
Red Rory’s grip. 

“ No. These are Malbaie men. I know them. Look 
after Vitesse ! Gome on. Fielding.” 

Through the milling, fighting, howling crowd, for the 
man had his friends. Red Rory and Fielding waded as 
through waves of an incoming tide. 

“ Malbaie ! ” cried Red Rory, as he neared Theophile, 
in whose grip the man was being choked to death. 

“ Theophile ! Stop that ! ” He might have spoken to 
a mad dog. Slipping behind him Red Rory’s fingers 
closed hard on Theophile’s windpipe, his thumbs behind 
his ears. With a strangling cry Theophile dropped his 
victim, strongly redolent of wliisky blanc, into Freddy 
Fielding’s rescuing arms. 

“The man was drt^, Fraser. That explains it. 
There was no plot,” send Fielding. 

“ Of course not. Take him along to some safe place,” 
said Red Rory. “ I must see to Vitesse.” 

He found a greatly excited crowd surging about the 
ma^. The Governor had sent Ryland to inquire. 

“Elow is the ntiare? Badly?” inquired Ryland. 

Red Rory, busy with a bandage, ignored him- 

** His Exc^ency is inquiring if your mare is injured,” 
rq»eated Ryland. 
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“ Oh, wU you thank His Excellency and tell him the 
cut is not serious,” said Red Rory, without looking up 
from his work. 

At this point Freddy Fielding came up. “ Fraser, 
come with me to the judges. The blasted i^ots I ” An 
eager group of Freddy’s friends were following him. 

“ What’s the matter with the judges ? ” 

“ They are calling that a heat ! ” 

“ It was a heat. Fielding. My mare stumbled. Not 
her fault, nor mine, nor yoxus, nor the judges’. A 
drunken fool did it. A dog might have done it. No. 
It is a heat, and in ten minutes we will have the last 
heat and let the better horse win.” 

*' But look here, Fraser. Are you sure yom: mare is fit ? 
Why not postpone this heat for a week ? ” 

“ Thanks, Fielding. She is fit as she will ever be.” 

“ All right. I think the Black Duke can beat her, but 
I want no unfair advantages.” 

“ No, you would not. But get that out of your mind. 
It is only a superficial cut. Vitesse is perfectly fit to give 
her best. If you win it will be because you deserve to 
win. But of course you won’t.” 

“ I’m going to win, Fraser.” 

Wild cheers and counter-cheers greeted both declara- 
tions. 

There was a note of fierceness in the cheering. This 
was no gay holiday crowd lining the course and packing 
the Beaufort road and the bank of the Fleuve. The 
undemote of anger was there, deep and threatening. 

“ I don’t like the look of that rabble,” said Ryland to 
the Governor. “ And I don’t like the tone of their 
voices.” 

“ I don’t know their lingo,” replied Fitz-Gibbon with 
a laugh, “ and so I can’t teU you what they’re saying. 
But sure ’tis a jolly-lookin’ crowd they are to me.” 

“ Look at them ! Look at those students ! Listen to 
that young cub haranguing them there. He is talking 
treason. I’ll be bound,” growled Ryland. 
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The names “ B^ard,” “ Taschereau,” “ Blanchette,” 
could be heard. 

“ If the Bnghsh horse wins there will inevitably be a 
riot,” said Ryland. “ I wish to God we had a troop of 
cavalry here.” 

“Tut, tut, Ryland. Talk sense,” said the Governor 
impatiently. “ The people are perfectly good-natured, 
very jolly indeed. This will be a great race. Ah, Miss 
Nairne, where does your money lie ? ” 

“ Am I not of Malbaie ? We are all for Vitesse in this 
company, your Excellency, I fear.” 

“ Why fear ? Vitesse — ^that is the mare’s name ? — 
Yes ! Well, Vitesse it is that carries my money.” 

“ Or her driver, your Excellency ? He, too, is Mal- 
baie,” said Miss Christine, smiling into the Governor’s 
face. 

“ Vitesse and her driver,” came the soft voice of Josette 
deep in her furs by the side of Max Van Rancken. 

“ Ah, the young lady has the word,” said the Governor 
with a gallant bow. “ It is the combination that carries 
my money, eh. General?” 

“ It is ^ways so, the man and his horse, the General 
and his command, the Governor and his people,” said a 
deep voice from a magnificent carriole drawn up immedi- 
ately behind that of the Vallieres. 

“ Ah, Mr. Cuthbert, still here. I am glad to see you 
interested in a good bit of sport.” 

“ Yes, your Excellency,” replied Mr. Cuthbert, Seigneur 
from Berthier near Montreal and an influential member of 
the L^slative Coimdl. “ Always interested in sport so 
that it be carried on fair and square as it is here.” 

“ They’re away ! ” cried Fitz-Gibbon, his glasses on 
fijc fer end of the course. “ And the stsdlion is leading. 
He has steadied down a bit.” 

^ He was right. The third heat was on ; the Black Duke 
was in the lead with Vitesse’s nose at Fidding’s shoulder. 
The high spirit of the stallion had perceptibly sobered, he 
was moving with beautiful ease and holdiug his lead with 
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no apparent effort. Indeed as they neared the beginning 
of the second quarter he moved away from his rival by a 
length. 

Vitesse did not appear to be enjoying herself. She was 
impatiently reaching, reaching for the bit. 

“ She’s not going well,” said Miss Christine impatiently. 

“ It’s her foot, I guess,” said Miss Madeleine. “ It 
was a nasty cut.” 

“ Rory said it didn’t matter,” said Josette. “ She is 
coming up. Oh, look ! ” 

She was coming up but still reaching for the bit. At 
the half-mile post she was up on the stallion’s tail. A 
stillness descended upon the crowd along the course. 
Through the stillness the quiet voice of Red Rory could 
be heard remonstrating with his mare. 

“ Doucement, Vitesse, ma petite ! Ah, ha ha ! ” he 
laughed at her. “ Not yet, ma ch^rie ! ” 

Nearing the three-quarter post Fielding called upon his 
horse. There was a prompt response and Vitesse was 
again at Fielding’s shoulder. 

“ Oh, very weU, then,” called Red Rory to her. “ Go 
if you must.” 

And immediately she was up on the stallion’s flank and 
three hundred yards to go. Once more Fielding called 
to his horse, and again the noble animal released a fresh 
burst of speed, but again the mare was at his shoulder, 
still reaclmg for the bit. 

“ She has got him ! ” sighed Josette. 

“ Jerusalem ! I don’t know,” said Max Van Rancken. 
“ \^at a horse ! What power ! ” 

Two hundred yards. 

“ Gome bn, old boy 1 ” Fielding implored, flicking his 
horse for the first time with the tip of his long whip. 
And once more the Black Duke made response and shook 
the mare back to his flank. “ He’s winning ! Jeerru- 
piter ! He’s winning ! ” groaned Max Van Rancken. 

“ Oh, Roree ! Sainte Vierge ! ” breathed Josette. 

As if in answer to her prayer the low desir voice of Red , 
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Rory came in a gay triumphant cry : “ Vitesse ! ” Back 
flew the delicate ears. “ Volez, ma ch6rie ! Now go ! ” 

The beautiful head dropped low into an almost per- 
fect line with the neck, the long barrel seemed to flatten 
itself towards the ice. In a single second she was at the 
stallion’s shoiolder, then at his neck, his head, then in the 
lead, gaining inch by inch. 

In vain Fielding c^ed to his horse, flicking him with 
his whip. He was giving his last ounce. That flying 
thing in front of him he simply could not reach. For a 
few seconds he fought out his game fight, never would he 
fight a harder. Stay he had and the heart of a lion — 
but speed — speed to close up that widening gap he had 
not. He had given his all and in vain. Already she 
was beyond the winning-post two lengths ahead, with 
Red Rory’s aims round her neck while he poured forth 
endearing words over her as a lover over his lass. 

But only for a moment. 

“ Take her, Alain,” he said, and came running towards 
his rival. 

“ Fielding ! Amoble horse and nobly driven,” he cried 
aloud, ofiering his hand. 

“ Yes ! A great horse ! ” said Fielding, his arm over 
the Black Duke’s shoulder. “ But yours is better. My 
horse never went better.” 

“ Vitesse never went as well ! ” replied Red Rory. “ A 
great race and great driving. Fielding. You got all he had.” 

“ Yes, old boy ! ” said Fielding. “ You gave me all 
yon had.” 


CHAPTER VII 

result of the great race was immensely popular 
wi& the highly excitable atizens of Quebec, who 
went quite mad in their demonstrations of triumph and 
joy. In a dose ring about Vitesse and her driver gathered 
the men d'Maibaie and ]^ie St. Paul, slightly less demon- 
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strative but all the more deeply moved over the glory 
that had come to their parishes. 

The English section, silent in their disappointment, 
but like true sports taking their medicine, gathered round 
Colonel Gregory inquiring as to the payment of their bets. 

“ Where is the demned Frenchman ? He is into me 
for a pony over this,” said an English ofiScer. “ That 
little mare is extremely deceivin’. Where is the fella ? ” 

Through the frenzied mass came Colond Gregory, 
pushing his way. 

“ A great race, Fraser,” he said. “ You were a little 
too good for us. Where shall we pay our money? I 
don’t see Mr. Bedard about.” 

“ Oh, that reminds me,” said Red Rory, and mounting 
his cutter he held up his hand for silence. 

“ M. Bedard,” he said, “ unfortunately is not available, 
but his agent will be in the store of Mr. Simon Fraser on 
Sous le Fort Street any time this afternoon.” 

“ A-a-a-h ! ” A great sigh swept over the people and 
then clear and high came a student’s voice. 

» Oil est M. Bedard ? ” 

Hundreds of voices took up the cry. “ Where is Pierre 
BMard ? ” Gradually the crowd began to mass them- 
selves towards the viceregal party. 

“ I’m off for the dragoons ! ” said Ryland. 

“ Gome back, you fool ! ” cried Fitz-Gibbon. 

But Ryland, paying no heed, spurred his horse wildly 
through the crowd towards the Upper Town. 

While Red Rory was busily engaged in rubbing down 
Vitesse and strapping a blahket about her, a messenger 
from the Governor came to him. 

“ His Excellency wishes to speak to you,” he said. 

“ Alain, bandage the mare’s 1^,” he ordered, “ and 
keep her walking up and down here till I come back.” 

The Governor was jubilant over the victory, and 
especially at his own prescience in picking the winner. 
As he was congratulating Red Rory upon Ms victory and 
commending the extraordinary combination of brains 



84 the rock and the river 

and good temper shown in his mare, the milling, thrusting, 
yelling crowd of French Canadians drew ever nearer the 
viceregal party and the little group of English-speaking 
and other sympathizers in close proximity. 

The Governor glanced at the crowd. His eyes grew 
hard. 

“ General, shall we proceed ? ” he inquired calmly. 

“ It might be as well to allow my sleigh to lead the 
way,” suggested the General. 

“ Your Excellency,” said Red Rory, “ it would be a 
great honour to Vitesse if she were allowed to lead the 
way, and all the more that the men of Malbaie are due at 
their work on the fortifications within half an hour.” 

“ Vitesse lead ? Most assuredly,” cried Sir James in a 
loud voice. “ Who has a better right ? ” 

“ Malbaie ! ” Sharp and clear rang Red Rory’s voice. 
“ Malbaie ! A moi ! Voilk votre chemin ! ” He 
pointed towards the Upper Town. “ Vitesse de firont ! 
AUons mes vieux ! ” 

Immediately Andr6 McNab sprang to Vitesse’s head. 

“ Polydore ! Ici ! ” he cried. 

With a roar as of a bull Polydore Hammel flung himself 
before Vitesse. 

“ En avant ! Marche done ! ” he shouted. 

To his side sprang ThA)phile Gagnon shouting, “ Bale 
St. Paul ! ” 

“ Now then, Polydore, une petite chanson ! ” 

Like a blare of a bass hom, fifll, clear, resonant, rose 
the voice of Polydore in the old war song, “ Malbrouck ! ” 

Before the advancing three the crowd gave way, madly 
cheering Vitesse and her driver. Immediately behind 
&e mmre, the men of Malbaie and Baie St. Paul swung 
into line. Behind them came the Governor’s carriole, 
followed by those of General Brock, with Fitz-Gibbon in 
attendance, and of the Seignemrs. . In the rear Followed 
the stud^ts and the rabble in a disorganized mass, 
^outii^^ cheeri^, Imt with the cry ever and anon 
“Vi^ere is BMard?” 



THE ROCK AND THE RIVER 85 

“ Well, thank God wc have a man with a head on him 
leading us,” said Miss Christine, “ I tell you frankly I 
was shivering in my moccasins a few minutes ago. That 
is an angry and ugly crowd, A little more and they 
would have ruined the Governor’s carriole.” 

“ What could they do ? ” asked Miss Madeleine with 
some scorn. 

“ Do you see those stones ? A crowd of angry habitants 
and plenty of stones about make a serious combina- 
tion. They are savages, I assure you. They lose their 
heads and then there is the devil to pay. No, we are 
well out of it, and that young cavaHer of yours has 
done it.” 

A hot flush dyed the cheeks of the girl. 

“ Cavalier of mine ? ” she exclaimed indignantly. 
“ What do you mean ? ” 

“ Hoity-toity ! ” said Miss Christine with a gay laugh. 
“ Your habitant admirer is not pretty to look at 

“Pretty? Bah!’; 

“ But he is a Highlander, remember. And he has 
extricated his Excellency and all of us from a devilishly 
vmpleasant predicament.” 

Through the Lower Town, thronged with excited 
crowds, up the steep streets to the Upper Town, through 
the Palace Gate the roaring procession made its way. 
At the Palace Gate there was a check. Down the steep, 
narrow causeway from the Palace Gate a squadron of 
cavalry in charge of a young ensign at whose side rode 
Ryland ezune clattering down at a swift trot. 

“ Halt ! ” ordered the ensign, holding up his sword. 
His men came to a stand as did the column of singii^ 
Malbaie men meeting them. 

“ Who are you ? ” demanded the officer as the singing 
ceased. 

“We are workmen proceeding to the fortifications 
where we are at work,” said Red Rory. “ We should be 
obliged if you would allow us to pass. We are anxious 
not to be late.” 
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“ Nonsense ! ” said Ryland. “ Get back the way you 
came. We cannot be delayed a moment. Come ! Get 
back ! The Governor is waiting for us and 

“ The Governor is immediately behind us, sir,” said 
Red Rory to the officer, ignoring Ryland. “ If you would 
allow us to pass beside you.” 

“ Pull aside ? ” shouted Ryland. “ He is an inso- 
lent habitant foreman of works in charge of a lot of 
ruffians 

“ Come ! ” said the officer impatiently. “ The King’s 
soldiers can’t be held up like this. About face there and 
be quick about it.” 

“ Get your horse to one side,” shouted Ryland, touching 
his horse with his spur. The horse plunged heavily, and 
getting out of control charged into the column of Malbaie 
men and hurling ThdophUe Gagnon back upon Vitesse, 
who, startled, wheeled sharply about and stood sideways 
across the street. 

Red Rory caught Ryland’s plxmging and Ecking horse 
by the biiffie. 

“ Allow me ! ” he said. 

“ Let go my horse ! ” shouted the furious Ryland. 

“ Forward ! ” commanded the officer, touching his 
horse with the spur. Immediatdy there was a forward 
move of the whole troop. 

“ Wait, please, till I move my horse,” cried Red Rory, 
still holding Ryland’s plimging horse. 

“ Get out of ffie way ! ” shouted the officer, pushing his 
horse into the crowd of men. 

“ Get her out of this, Alain ! ” cried Red Rory. 

Polydore Hammel threw himself in the way of the 
advancing broop, snatchir^ at the officer’s bridle. 

“ Would you dare ? ” shouted the officer. 

Immediately there was a bidee of plunging, EcEng 
horses fiom whose advance the Malbaie men sought to 
protect Vitesse with thear bodies. Through the m616e 
the whole body of troopers came crashing forward. 
Over Vitesse plunged a huge horse, trampling and plung- 
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ing. There was a wild, an unearthly scream of agony. 
From Red Rory an answering shriek. 

“ Vitesse ! ” He threw himself in the way of the 
crowding horsemen. To his side leaped Polydore and 
Andrd Together the three stood, their fillers in the 
bridle rings, shoving, backing, forcing the rearing horses 
to one side of the mare lying kicking and struggling on the 
ground, with Alain holding down her head. 

At this point Fitz-Gibbon came hurrying up. 

“ What is the matter here ? Who is blocking the way ? 
Get back your men ! ” he ordered the oflBcer. “ Why ? 
What ? ” His eyes fell upon Vitesse, by whose side Red 
Rory was now kneeling. 

“ Good Lord, Rory ! ” cried Fitz-Gibbon, flinging 
hims elf from his horse. “ She is not hurt ? ” Red Rory 
lifted a foreleg. It doubled in his hands. 

“ Oh, my God ! Oh, Vitesse ! ” Red Rory threw 
himself beside the mare, taking her head in his arms. 
“ Oh, Vitesse,” he moaned, “ they have MUed you. They 
have killed you ! ” With her nose pressed hard against 
his breast Ae mare lay shuddering. Up through the 
crowd the Governor’s carriole made its way. 

“ What is this ? ” inquired Sir James angrily, as he 
sprang from his carriole and came forward. 

“ It is Vitesse, sir ! ” said Fitz-Gibbon. “ She has been 
injured.” 

“ Vitesse ! Injured ! ” 

Up came the General. With one swift glance he took 
in the whole scene. 

“ Take your men back ! ” he said sharply to the sUent 
and dismayed officer. 

“ Broken ? ” inquired the Governor in a whisper. 

“ I fear so, sir,” said the General. In silence ftiey all 
stood for some moments gazing upon the pitiful scene. 

The General nodded to Fitz-Gibbon and made a motion 
towards the mare. Fitz-Gibbon drew his pistol from its 
holster. 

“ There is only one thing for il^ Fraser,” he said. 
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Red Rory glanced up at him with white face. Shudder- 
ing he laid his face against the mare’s cheek and held her 
close. 

“ Ma petite ! Ma petite ! Ma belle Vitesse ! ” 

Upon her velvet nose, upon her delicate ear he pressed 
a kiss. He took off his coat and threw it over the mare’s 
head, then reached for the pistol. 

“ Adieu, Vitesse. Good-bye, good-bye ! ” he whis- 
pered. There was a dull explosion, a shudder and the 
beautiful limbs lay still. 

He stood up and gazed stupidly from one face to another. 

“ Polydore,” said Rory quietly, “ the men will go on to 
their work.” 

Polydore, sobbing like a child, turned with a wave of 
his arm to his men and marched up through the gate. 

Again the General nodded to Fitz-Gibbon. 

** I will attend to this for you, old man,” said Fitz- 
Gibbon. “ I will get a sleigh.” 

“ Thank you,” said Red Rory. 

“ Fraser, you have my sincere sympathy,” said Sir 
James, offering his hand. “ She was a noble beast.” 

Without a word Red Rory shook hands with the 
Governor and the General. Silently the Malbaie and 
Baie St. Paul men marched past to their work. 

As he passed down the lines of sleighs, Fitz-Gibbon 
paused a moment at the Valli&res’ sleigh and gave them 
the tragic news. 

“ Oh, my God, Vitesse ? ” cried Miss Christine. “ Let 
me go to him.” 

“ No, no, no. He would not wish it,” exclaimed Miss 
Madeleine, clutching her arm. “ He would h^te anyone 
to see.” 

“ She is right, I think,” said Fitz-Gibbon. 

“Turn about then,” said Miss Christine. 

Dpwp. the hiU the VaUi^es’ carriole passed, followed by 
Msix and Josette in wondering silence, leaving Red Rory 
alone wiffi his dead and Alain in silent misery pacing the 
causc^y. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

M eantime throiighout the afternoon an informal 
council of war had been held in General Brock’s 
office in the Chateau St. Louis. 

The arrival of Lieutenant Fitz-Gibbon, who was fol- 
lowed by Secretary Ryland in a high state of excitement 
and indignation, turned the tide of discussion firom the 
affairs of state to more personal matters. 

“ Well, you did the business,” said the Governor. 
“Yes, sir, and a sore business it was too,” replied 
Fitz-Gibbon. 

“ I can quite believe it,” said the Governor. ^ “ I have 
the same affection for my horse * Alfred.’ It is quite a 
wonderfiil thing how horses and dogs get into one’s heart. 
I really felt very keenly for that young man.” 

“Yes, sir. He was practically a wet nurse to that 
mare — ^brought her up on a bottle — slept in the stall with 
her the first winter of her life — ^trained her in the most 
delightful tricks. He was very badly cut up about it, 
and all the more that only for a little stupidity or worse 
the thing need never have happened. Five minutes’ 
patience would have obviated the whole difficulty.” 

“ They had our horses by the head,” snapped Secretary 
Ryland, who had been restimning himself with the utmost 
difficulty. 

“ He had your horse by the head, I imderstand, be- 
cause it had got out of your control in a narrow passage 
crowded with men hurrying up to their work on the 
fortifications to keep an engagement with His Excel- 
lency.” Fitz-Gibbon’s voice, which was very deliberate, 
and his tone which was perfectly polite, gave to his 
statement an edge all the more cutting. 

Ryland was furious. “ I considered the man’s action 
as a deliberate insult, an interference with an officer 
engaged in the performance of his duty.” 

“ An officer ? Hardly. I imderstand, sir,” said Fitz- 
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Gibbon with cool firmness, “ the whole matter was pre- 
cipitated by a little unnecessary excitement on the part 
of a rider who appeared to be quite xmable to control 
his horse. The ofiBicer in command may have misunder- 
stood the action of the yoxmg man in charge of the 
band of workmen. But a little patience would have got 
over all the difficulty.” 

“ The thing was of a piece with the spirit of insub- 
ordination shown earlier in the afternoon,” asserted the 
Secretary with heat. 

" Tut ! Tut ! Man, have sense,” said Simon Fraser. 

“ Rebellion is the last thing in their minds.” 

“ Quite right, Fraser,” said the Governor heartily. 
“ But there is a spirit abroad that I do not like, and 
between ourselves here that is my reason why I hesitated 
to agree to the issuing of arms and equipment to the 
militia at the present time, even to your men. Seigneur 
Guthbert.” 

“ And quite right ! ” growled Ryland. “ A lot of 
damned rebels. They would have killed me.” 

“ Your Excellency,” exclaimed Seigneur Guthbert, 
rising in his indignation. “ I must protest against such 
words. I pledge you my honour' that the men of Berthier 
are as loyal as I am. And so you will find them ere 
long.” 

“ Ay, and you will be needing them too if my advices 
are to be trusted, your Excellency,” said Simon Fraser. 

“ Say you so, Simon ? Any new inibrmation ? ” 

“ Plenty, which I can give you at the proper time,” 
replied Simon Fraser. 

"Why not now ? We are all loyal men here. Let us 
have it,” said Sir James. 

“The President’s last utterance, your Excellency, is 
meet hostile. There is great activity in the training of 
the militia, in the manufacturing of arms, and in the 
making of cannem. Along our frontier, very ominous 
movement (S' troops. I have private advices which I am 
about to lay before your Excellency. The situation is 
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too grave to be treated in any casual manner or by 
irresponsible parties.” 

“ But our information is that there is a very strong 
party against war with Canada, Mr. Fraser,” said a 
councillor. 

“Yes, there is. The Federalists who are bitterly 
opposed to war are strong in New England and fairly 
so in New York, but the West and South are Republican 
or Democratic or War-hawk or whatever you like to call 
them and as a matter of politics they are crying for war. 
And war they wiU have, for they are the party of the 
Government. We ought to set our house in order in- 
stead of squabbling like a lot of silly schoolboys. I am a 
plain speaker.” 

“ Mr. Fraser, you are a plain speaker. And did I not 
know you for an honest man I would — would “ 

“ Hoots, yer Excellency. Ye have need of a few plain- 
spealdng honest men about you who can tell you the 
truth about this country and its people. And ye know 
you cannot frighten me.” The keen blue eyes gazed 
steadily into the fiery face of the Governor. 

In spite of his annoyance Sir James broke into laughter. 
“ Simon, Simon, if it were anyone but you, I would put 
him where he would be safe.” 

“ Ay, and what good would that be doing ? Ye have 
not the accommodation for all of your fiiends who think 
like me, let alone your enemies,” said the intrepid Scot. 

“ Nevertheless, I will not tolerate traitors. This 
Government is not to be intimidated.” 

“ Hear ! Heaf ! ” came the general chorus. 

“ But it is not intimidation one way or the other we 
‘will be needing. Only a little common sense and less 
pettiness and bigotiy, and I am not referring to the 
Governor of this country either.” 

Ryland, in a rage, rose and opened wide the door 
leadmg^ to the outside gallery. Up fi'om the city came 
the sounds of confused shouting and uproar.^ 

“ That is your answer, Mr. Fraser,” he said grimly. 
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“ Hoots, man, do not be a sflly gowk,” said Fraser. 
“ A parcel of excited students seeking a little fun.” 

" Yes. Students from the Seminary. Where do they 
get their politics ? And ^eir inspiration ? ” 

Simon Fraser rose to his feet. 

“ Your Excellency will permit me to retire,” he said 
in a voice of cold rage. “ It is just such bigotry that 
TTialcps Government in this country difficult.” 

“You spoke a true word there, Mr. Fraser,” said the 
Seigneur Guthbert. “ That is the conviction of many 
of the Governor’s most loyal supporters.” 

“ An imperium in imperio is the ruin of Government in 
any country and in any age,” said Ryland bitterly. 

“You w^ excuse me, your Excellency. I must be 
looking after my windows.” 

“Ha! So?” 

“ Yes, yes, indeed,” replied Simon with a g:^ laugh. 
“ A window has a great fascination for a lad with a stone 
in his hand. It is chiefly the fun of it he is after. But I 
will be getting Red Rory and his men from Malbaie to 
shoo them away.” 

“ Ay, more likely to be leading them on ! ” muttered 
Ryland. 

“Ye are a slandering leear, saving y«r Excellency’s 
presence,” said Simon coolly. “ And I will be .bid- 
ding you good night, sir, and gentlemen.” With an 
elaborate bow to the -Governor, the General and to 
the other gentlemen present, the wrathful Scot made his 
esdt. 

Sir James smiled wearily. 

“ A bitter tongue,” he said. “ But an honest heart. 
All the same, Generd, I feel like investigating that tumult 
mysdf.” 

“ My dear Sir James, you have had a hard day and 
you are very tired. If you so deare I will make investi- 
^tion. But I have no doubt the police can deal with 
the trouble.” 

^ James wait to the open door and listened intently. 
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There was a low growling roar risii^ from the Lower 
Town, with occasional bursts of cheering. 

“ I am rather done up, General, I must confess. My 
doctor here, I know, whl be quite furious with me. If 
you would be so good.” 

“ Certainly, sir,” said Brock, making his adieux, and 
with Fitz-Gibbon in attendance he passed out of the 
room, followed in due order by the rest of the company. 

“ Perhaps I had better go ^ong,” suggested Ryland. 

“ Oh, I hardly think so,” said Sir James.^ 

“ You will not be needing me to-night, sir ? ” 

“ No, no ! But there is no necessity for you to go 
among that excited crowd. All the more because they 
seem 

The Governor paused. 

“ They don’t like me, I know,” said the Secretary 
bitterly. “ They hate me, but they can’t terrify me. I 
really tbink I ought to get a first-hand report, sir.” 

“ Oh, very wdl,” said the Governor. “ But do not 
unnecessarily expose yourself.” 

“ Good night, sir. I do hope you will have a good 
night, sir.” 

“ A good night ? My God, when have I had a good 
night? But it will soon be over.” 

“ I hate to see you suffer, sir. I wish I could help.” 
Ryland was deeply moved. 

“ I know, Ryland ! But only God can help me. Good 
night.” With his hand pressed hard to his side the 
(^vernor passed wearily out, leaning heavily on the arm 
of his firiend and medical adviser. Dr. Raeburn. 


CHAPTER IX 

S TRAIGHT to Simon Fraser’s store rode Red Rory, 
his heart in a turmoil. 

The master in ? ” he asked of the wizened old Scot- 
tish bookkeeper behind the desk. 
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“ He’s no, but I was to show you this wee buik.” Red 
Rory found the “ wee buik ” to be M. Board’s betting 
book. 

“ An’ here’s the money till ye.” The bookkeeper’s 
maimer was severely disapproving. To him the whole 
betting business was of the devil. He handed the money 
over as an unclean thing. 

“ Oh, thank you, Mr. Airdrie. Why ! there is quite 
a lot of it. Well, he will be having a hard enough time, 
I rather think.” 

“ Well, he deserves it.” Mr. Airdrie’s voice was sternly 
condemnatory. “ Settin’ fowk against their lawful and 
God-appointed authority.” 

“ God-appointed, Mr. Airdrie ? ” 

Mr. Air^e found Red Rory’s tolerant smile annoying. 
“ Ye’ve no been readin’ yer Buik awhile back, I doot.” 

“ Ma buik ? ” Red Rory in perplexity turned over 
the leaves of the little black book in his hand. 

“ No yon wee record o’ the transactions o’ Satan. 
The Buik o’ buiks. Man, have ye no knowledge o’ the 
admoneetions o’ the Apostle Paul anent Governments 
and authorities and the like ? But coimt yer money and 
sign this receipt and then I’m quit o’t. Ay, but she’s a 
bonnie wee mare and it was fine to see her gie yon 
great lumberin’ American his paikes. I was real prood 
o’ the wee lass. And ye managed her fine. But I’m 
no a racin’ man.” Mr. Airdrie interrupted himself hastily 
fearing that he might have compromised himself by hui 
admiration of the “ boimie wee mare.” “ Na, na, I 
dinna baud wi’ it. It’s a’ a sinfii’ carry-on.” 

“Well, she’ll race no more, Mr. Airdrie,” said Red 
Rory gravely. 

“ Race nae mair ? Hoots ! I wadna be ower hasty 
aboot that,” exclaimed Mr. Airdrie in dismay. “ The 
bM die is ! Ay, she was like a whaup wi’ her dip o’ a 
glide, yon last meenute. Ay, yon last meenute ! Ma 
gosh ! She was no quadruped at a’. She was a tiling o’ 
the ^ ! The wee lassie ! ” 
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Then Red Rory told him of the catastrophe that had 
befallen the mare. Mr, Airdrie was overcome with 
grief and rage. Principally with rage at the Govemor^s 
Secretary. 

The domned gowk ! God forgie me ! It slippit oot ! 
But yon mannieds a fair gomeril. And the maister has 
little respeck for him. A weel I A weel ! Ye’ll be sair 
for the wee birdie.” 

Mr. Airdrie drew, from a recess in the shelves at his 
back, a square bottle and two glasses which he proceeded 
to fill with great care. As Red Rory sipped his drink 
Mr. Airdrie regarded him over his glass with expectation 
not unmixed with anxiety. But Red Rory made no 
response. 

“ Ye’ll no be findin’ the like o’ that in Malbaie, nor 
yet in the Chateau itself forbye,” said Mr. Airdrie with 
a touch of impatience. 

‘‘ Eh ? What ? Oh ! ” exclaimed Red Rory, recalled 
to requirements of decent society. Of course not, Mr. 
Airdrie. WThiat is this ? It’s rare blend.” 

Ay ! Rare it is ! But there’s no blend aboot yon. 
It’s ” — ^here Mr. Airdrie’s voice was lowered to the 
reverential tone reserved for things — “ a rale sacred 
Drumforgie.” Mr. Airdrie’s eye held Red Rory with a 
stern glare as if to challenge denial. 

Drumforgie ? ” echoed Red Rory in a voice of awe. 

Ay ! No less ! He keeps it for himsel’, and 
a very few specials. I’m tellin’ ye. The Governor 
and the General — he has a great admiration for yon 
man — and his Grace when he comes in to see the 
lady.” 

It is wonderful ! Quite a remeirkable flavour.” 

At the sound of a foot at the door, Mr. Airdrie hastily 
replaced the bottle and glasses in the receptacle, swiftly 
passed his guest a handful of cloves from a convenient 
vessel, took some himself and came forward to greet his 
master. 

Yer late ! ” he said with a touch of asperity. Yor 
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lady will be waitin’ on ye. The lad has gotten yer 
bettin’ money.” 

“ Mp bettin’ money ? I will be tha nkin g you not to 
associate any bettin’ money with me, Mr. Airdrie, if you 
please.” 

“WeD, it came into yer shop at any rate.” 

“ That will do, Mr. Airdrie. I have nothing to do 
with betting money. So that will be enough upon that 
subject. What now, Rory ? I heard of your loss, lad. 
You will come up to dimer ! Your horse ? Mr. Airdrie, 
see that one of the lads takes Mr. Fraser’s horse to the 
stable and gives it care. At once, please, Mr. Airdrie.” 

With sundry growlings, Mr. Airdrie proceeded to obey 
orders while Simon Fraser carried Red Rory off to 
dinner. 

“ What shall I do with this money. Cousin Simon ? 
Ibere is qmte a lot of it. I don’t want to carry it about. 
I should like to get it to M. Bedard.” 

“ I win get it to him. He is a hot-headed man. I 
would not call him a wise man, but he means well. He 
is like a lad with his first garden. He is always pulling 
things up to see if they are beginning to grow. He 
cannot wait. But come along, Rory lad. You have had 
a hard day and you will be needing your dinner. The 
Madame will be glad to see you.” 

It was much against his will that Red Rory yielded to 
his cousin Simon’s insistence. 

“ Never mind your clothes. A brush will set most of 
that right. And your face, a litde warm water and a 
tat (rf" plaster here and there and you will be none the 
worse. Not that you will be much to look at when 
is (kme, but you might have been worse.” Thus 
Qwriii ISnK>n built up Ms assurance. 

^ Ms. Simon Fraser’s house was in reality a rear exten- 
ffloo of his store, dimbing by a series of terraces ex- 
finim a rather abrupt hill-side. A pass^e led 
firom the back door of the store to a somewhat 
tsxpo^g entrsme faaB, whose dark oak waBs were decOT- 



THE ROCK AND THE RIVER 97 

ated with hunting trophies and on whose stone floors lay 
magnificent skins of bear^ wolf^ deer and other wild 
animals from the Canadian forests. The sitting-room 
opened on to the dining-room with high wainscoting of 
black walnut, with rich tapestries above extending to a 
beamed ceiling of bird’s-eye maple oiled to a golden 
yellow. The fiirniture was largely of walnut and oak, 
stout, heavy and quaintly carved, evidently the work of 
some local habitant and beautifully done. In a huge 
fireplace with walnut mantelpiece blazed great logs of 
hardwood, on one side of which a door opened to the 
kitchen. Through a door on the other side a glimpse of 
what was evidently Madame’s boudoir could be seen fur- 
nished in the maimer of a Paris salon. Glass doors hung 
with heavy curtains of deep blue opened upon a high- 
walled garden set out with fruit trees and flowers. 

From silver sconces set into the walnut paneUing, the 
soft light of a score of candies filled the room with a 
mellow radiance and was reflected in gleaming points of 
light from silver and glass set out upon the dming-table 
of polished walnut. 

This was the home which Simon Fraser had made for 
his French wife some forty years ago. With the erratic 
waywardness of love, a gay and popular actress nearing 
her thirties gave herself body and soul to the rising 
merchant who had pursued her for ten years with the 
pertinacity of his race. As mad a love affair it was, as 
if consummated ten years before — but what have years to 
do with love ? — and a love affair it continued through 
nearly forty years of stress and straggle of married life. 
She made him a home that became a rallying centre for 
those to whom a new book, a gem from the brush of an 
old master, a scene firom an old play, an hour’s quiet 
talk by an open fire, or the sparkle and flash of the 
dinner-table was as the breath of life. 

To Simon Fraser and his actress wife, after years of 
waiting, a son was bom and then a daughter. The son 
after to preliminary training in the Jesuits’ College in 
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Quebec was sent to a famous school in Edinbxurgh for his 
finishing. After two years, however, in that ancient seat 
of learning, his academic career was abruptly terminated 
by a letter firom the Head. 

“ We will be trying you among the bales and boxes, 
my man,” said his father to himself after reading the 
letter. “ It will not be so much to your liking but more 
to your profiting, I will be thinking.” And so it proved. 
He became a keen trader and rose to a position of trust 
and authority by the time he had finished his twenties, 
taking full charge of the large and growing department 
of trade with &e United States. His mother was his 
slave, but with the father’s affection and pride there 
mingled an element of canny care. 

“ He is a fine lad. Hector, and with a clever eye in 
his head,” his father would say, “ but he will be the 
better of a modicum of superveesion whatever.” 

“ He is like me, Simon,” his mother would reply, “ an 
adventurer.” 

“ And that is true, my dear. It is the grand freebooter 
you would have made, my lass. It is as well ye have 
had me to overlook you, I am thinking.” Simon’s look, 
however, took the edge off his words. 

The daughter, some five years younger than the son, 
was her father’s child. She had his cool, clear head, his 
cautious wisdom in practical affairs and yet in her burned 
the lambent flame of her mother’s artistic nature. She 
was a great fiiend of the Governor, but with her father’s 
fearless spirit and ready tongue. A very delicate physical 
organism was her handicap which subjected her to periods 
<£ n^ous debility with acute and prolonged suffering. 

Vtith all that could be done for appearance. Red Rory 
was keenly conscious of his disordered clothing and his 
cut bruised fece as he approached the dining-room 
of l^mon Fraser’s house. 

** Y(m ^ve a grand hou% here. Cousin Simnn. TTad 
I hxmm it was so grand, I wotdd not have been here 
lodktcg as I am.” 
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** Wait you till you see herself/* said Simon with a 
chuckle. You will not be long thinking of your clothes,, 
not you.** And so Red Rory found it. 

As a servant threw open the dining-room door, Simon 
announced in a loud voice : 

My cousin, Roderick Lovat Fraser, known to the 
commonalty as Red Rory or Roree Rouge, according to 
taste.** 

Simon Fraser’s prognostication Red Rory found to be 
accurate. The moment his eyes lighted upon the lady 
of the house he forgot all about his own appearance. 

Straight and tall for all her threescore years and ten 
she stood, the meUow radiance of fire and candlelight 
warming the pale ivory of her chiselled features and the 
pure white of her hair piled high above her forehead 
with a touch of rose. 

For three ticks of the grandfather clock in the comer, 
the flashing black eyes searched his face with a piercing 
gaze, then grew soft in their warm acceptance. 

Enter, my dear cousin.** The voice filled the room 
with its tones softly resonant, rich in emotional quality^ 
“ Gome ! ** she said, her hand outstretched and raised 
high in welcome. 

Red Rory hastened to her, took her hand in his and 
raised it to his lips. 

Aha ! Un preux chevalier ! Simon, I perceive your 
judgment is sound. Come ! I am a Frenchwoman. 
You have the French blood in you ; besides, you are 
my dear cousin, is it not so ? ** With a quick almost 
girlish smile she offered her cheek. 

In swift response Red Rory kissed her first on the one 
cheek and then after the French manner on the other. 

Aha ! Voila 1 This young man, he will do ! ** she 
cried gaily. Now, there is your cousin Heloise. You 
may salute her as well,** 

He turned to the girl, tail, slight, with soft brown hair 
waving over a face pale and lined with pain but not 
unbeautiful, and looking at him with cool grey eyes. 
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“ I am a Scots cousin, Rory,” she said, offering her 
hand with a boyish grin. 

“ So am I,” said Rory, smiling back at her and taking 
her hand. “ But French as well,” he added as he stooped 
quickly and kissed her cheek. 

“ Aha ! L’audace ! Toujour I’audace ! ” exclaimed 
Madame. “ He will do, Simon, he will do. Now to 
dinner. But before we sit down, my dear cousin, you 
will permit me to sympathize with you in your loss to- 
day. We know about La Vitesse, of her brilliant triumph 
to-day and of her too tragic ending. Your grief, your 
heartbreak is honouring to her and worthy of you. We 
offer our sympathy. We saw her this afternoon. Ah ! 
Mon Dieu, a thing of wings ! Ah, I could weep for 
her.” The soft tender cadence of her voice, the tears in 
her eyes, moved Red Rory beyond power of speech. He 
could only take the hand offered and bow in silence. 

While his life lasted. Red Rory was never to forget that 
evening. The great room with its dark panelled walnut 
walls and rich tapestries, its solid walnut furniture, its 
massive dining-table reflecting the gleam of old silver and 
cut glass, the huge fireplace all ^low with great hsird- 
wood logs, made a picture that never faded from his 
memory. 

His impression of the dinner itself was vague enough. 
There was the best of food, wines far beyond the powers 
<f his uncultured palate to appreciate, topped off with a 
glass of the famous “ Drumforgie.” But clear, vivid and 
warm with emotion was his memory of the party about 
the dining-table and of what followed in the sitting-room. 

There was first of all Simon Fraser himself, but trans- 
fixmed. He had somehow shed his hard-headed, canny 
tradiiig ^eli and had become a courteous gentleman of 
the dd school in manners, m speech. Actually he was 
i!|>eakl[^ Preach, and not of the habitant but of books, 
the stage, his wife’s French in fact. Rory could 
hardly credit his eyes and ears, the conversation was so 
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Afterwaxds the talk was of politics. Hector taking the 
side of independence and democracy. 

“ The people ? A Republic, eh ? ” said his father, 
with a grim smile. “ The people ! The Lord deliver us 
from people I ” 

“ Hark ! ” cried Madame, who for all her years had 
very sharp ears. “ Simon, what is that ? ” 

Already the men were on their feet. 

“ It sounds to me very like ‘ the people,’ ” said Simon. 
“ We will be seeing about this.” 

There was a sound of loud hammering followed by the 
crash of splintering glass. 

“ Ah, mon Dieu 1 ” cried Madame. “ Le Commune ! 
My dear ! ” 

“ Good night, dear cousin,” said Red Rory, “ You 
have given me the happiest evening of my life. And to 
you. Cousin Heloise, good night. I would like to see 
more of you.” He hastily made his adieux and ran 
downstairs after the others. 

“ My dear Heloise, that is a young man after my 
own heart. Un preux chevalier.” 

“ He is a nice boy, mamma.” 

“ It is unfortunate he is so young. Your father says 
he is a coming man in this country. He is a natural 
leader of men.” 

“ He is only a boy,” murmured her daughter. “ But 
a very dear boy. Now I am going to take a look at 
‘ the people,’ ” she added, running away for her doak. 

“ i^d me,” said her mother, picking up her staff. 
“ They are interesting, these ‘ people.’ ” 


CHAPTER X 


■f ATHEN Madame Fraser and her daughter arrived 
W at the back entrance to the store, a wild scene 
greeted their eyes. In the clear moonlight they could 
see a milling mass of men filling the narrow street, with 
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some seeking entrance through Ae broken windows, a 
raging, roaring mob, evidently without leadership, with- 
out unity, without purpose, from their confused cries, 

“ Down with the Government ! Down with the Eng- 
lish ! To hell with the Scotch party ! Down with the 
military ! ” 

The only sign of organization was visible in a ^oup of 
students led by two young fellows who were striving to 
draw the mob off towards the Upper Town. Their cries 
were for the champions of the French party in the 
Assembly. “ Bedard I Taschereau ! Blanchet ! ” 

Those seeking entrance, however, were moved by no 
lofty motives. They were of the canaille, and loot was 
their immediate object. They had been sampling some 
of Simon Fraser’s goods, those of liquid variety. With 
generous and uproarious jubilation they were passing 
from lip to lip bottles round and square. The square 
variety seemed more popular. At the demolished window 
and door Simon Fraser, his son Hector and Red Rory 
were fighting back the crowd with axe-handles. 

Madame Fraser stood for a few moments surveying the 
scene from the back stair. Then with only the slightest 
aid from her staff she moved down upon the struggling 
mob. Her husband, glancing over his shoulder, came 
running. 

“ My dear ! Go back ! ” he cried, frantic with terror. 

She waved him aside with a regal sweeping gesture 
and with slow grace moved forward, stood in the very 
window and raised her hand. 

“ Messieurs ! Ecoutez-moi, s’il vous plait 1 ” Her 
dorious voice soared out over the mob. The voice, 
her commanding pose, her radiant smiling face hushed 
the mob to silence. 

“ Mesdeurs ! ” As the vibrant voice floated out into 
the' mocmlight, ca;s, toquffi, chapeaux came off 
ro^^rlocking men in scores stood bending in respect 
her. 

Ycm w^i something ? ” she cried in h6r delicious 
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Paiisian accent. “ A bottle of wine perhaps ? Hector ? 
But Hector had vanished. ** Ah^ l^mon, if you please/’ 
Her hand was outstretched and pointing. 

" But of course/’ said her husband, playing up with a 
gallant bow and hastening to her with a bottle in each 
hand. 

“ Voila ! ” With a bewitching little tilt to her chin, 
she handed a bottle to a great hulking habitant who stood 
near her, transfixed with her loveliness. 

Madame ! ” he murmured, bending low before her, 
his blue toque pressed to his heart. 

“ Another ? ” she cried, handing him a second bottle. 

‘‘ Mais non 1 ” he exclaimed. G’est assez bien ! ” 
He knocked off the neck of the bottle against a hitching- 
post. “ Messieurs ! ” he cried. A la Madame ! A 
ses beaux yeux ! ” 

He lifted high the bottle and poured out the wine in a 
ruby stream upon the snow. 

A storm of cheers greeted the gallant act. 

Merci ! Mon brave ! Merci, mille fois ! ” she cried, 
kissing her hands to the crowd. 

Vive la Madame ! ” yelled the crowd. 

En avant ! ” cried the leader of the student gang, 
waving his toque towards the white-haired actress, who 
stood bowing and kissing her hands to them as if saluting 
a crowd of enthusiastic devotees applauding her per- 
formance. Offering her hand to Red Rory, she stepped 
gaily and proudly back from the window and with never 
a backward look disappeared up the stairs, scoring per- 
haps the most superb histrionic triumph of her life. 

Under the inspiration of the student band and its 
political supporters, the mob moved towards the Upper 
Town, to loot en route the stores of Scotch and American 
merchants, their shouts and songs dying away in the 
distance. 

‘‘ Poor children,” murmured Madame as she moved 
up the stairs towards the house. “ They are so easily 
amused,” 
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“ Madame, you are wonderful, if you will permit me,” 
said Red Rory with reverent fervour. 

“ Ah ! It is nothing ! A little courage ! A little 
sympathy ! A little humour ! ” 

“ A great soul, Madame ! A great, superb art.” 

“ Ah, well, one grows old ! ” 

“ Old ? There is no such word with Madame.” 

“ Flatterer ! But where do you go now ? You are 
not for the streets? It is not safe.” 

Red Rory laughed. “ I saw some of my Malbaie men 
following the students. They are not of the canaille, but 
they are in a dangerous mood.” 

“ M. Bedard, eh ? ” 

“ No, not so much. They are thinking of Vitesse and 
the soldiers.” 

“ And of Red Rory ? ” 

“ Perhaps a litde. So I must run after them.” 

“ I suppose it is useless to say ‘ take care.’ ” 

“ Quite, mamma. The Malbaie men are his men.” 
Once more Red Rory said good night and was off 
downstairs at a run. In the store, Simon and two or 
three of his lads were busy clearing away the mess and 
boarding up the windows. 

“ Can’t wait, Cousin Simon. The Malbaie men are 
too quiet. I didn’t hear one of them in that mob, but I 
saw them there.” 

“ Rory, wait you a minute.” The old man came quite 
dose to him. “ The lad, Hector, you understand. He 
is out yonder, but for what I caimot say. Perhaps you 
may come up with him. He is sometimes not so wise. 
Indeed I am saying to you” — ^his voice dropped to a 
hu^ whisper—" he is not so wise perhaps as he thinks 
he isw Ths is a dangerous night. These fools will work 
a nshchief” 

, ** liey can’t do much harm. Cousin Simon, a few win- 
mose or les. I am not anxious about foat. But I 
do not want my men mixed up in foolishness. They must 
he at week to-morrow. The General — ^I promised him.” 
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“ No, that is not the trouble, Rory. A few windows ? 
No. But there are those that will be making this an 
occasion for serious trouble. And I do not want Hector 
to be involved in that kind of folly. I am not going to 
tell you any more. But if you can, keep him out of 
folly.’'' 

All right, cousin. But I must run now. Good night.” 

Red Rory could hear the shouting and singing of 
the mob as they moved up towards the Upper Town. 
It was an easy thing to make his way to the head of 
the procession. At the Taschereau mansion there was 
an enthusiastic demonstration with enthusieistic speech- 
making in which young Louis Joseph Papineau took the 
commanding part. 

Tall, handsome, with a clear, sonorous voice that 
carried far over the closely-packed masses filling the 
street and the courtyard in front of the Taschereau 
house, the young man, with the masterly skill of the 
born orator, played upon the emotions of his hearers. 

In spite of himself, Red Rory was compelled to listen. 
The argument was often faulty, the facts often distorted, 
but there was enough truth to form a basis of an appeal 
to the passions of the habitant. It was a scathing indict- 
ment of the policy of the present bureaucratic adminis- 
tration. 

As Red Rory listened, the habitant in him boiled with 
indignation at the wrongs of his people, while, at the 
same time, the shrewd, cautious, disciplined Scottish 
mind in him revolted at the clever, unscrupulous and 
one-sided manipulation of facts and at the unreetsoning 
appeal to passion. In the uncertain light of the moon 
he sought to discover his own Malbaie men, but found 
it for the most part impossible. Andre McNab he 
observed listening quietly, but close to the speaker with 
face uplifted and enwrapt he saw Polydore HammcL 
Young Papineau was sure of one devotee at least. In the 
ring of students about the speaker he saw Alain’s face, 
eager, excited, passionate. 
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“ We only seds: our rights 1 ” concluded the speaker. 
“ Our rights as British subjects. We are British subjects 
we wish to remain British subjects.” 

“ No ! Liberty 1 ” shouted a man in a long overcoat 
and beaver cap that proclaimed him of the better class. 

“Well, we must keep to practical politics. We can 
only hope for liberty under the British flag.” 

“ Why ? ” cried the voice. “ There are other ways. 
Others have found them. Liberty, say I, any way we 
can ! ” Scattering cheers greeted this declaration. 

Young Papineau was clearly disturbed. He had no 
sympathy with the American party in the city, nor had 
the mass of the habitants before him. Indeed the 
cleavage was definite and fixed between the ofiicials and 
supporters of the Government and the English-speaking 
traders, many of whom were of American origin, on the 
one side, and the great body of the habitants and many 
of the so-called noblesse represented by the Seigneurs, 
the professional class and a few large merchants and 
traders, on the other. 

“ I speak for Canadians, whose fathers first ploughed 
the seas to reach this wild land, penetrated its trackless 
forests, opened up trade routes along every river and 
lake and planted the sacred emblem of our holy forth 
among these savage tribes. We love om: land. It is 
bought with tears, agonies and blood, and we claim as 
our right to live here as fireemen and not as slaves. 
Canada for the French Canadians who discovered it and 
made it what it is and for all others who wish to live with 
us here and build up a great and glorious civilization 
as firre men.” Wild cheering greeted his outburst, com- 
phady overwhelming the beaver cap and his group of 
sympathizers. 

“ Vive la Libert^ ! En avant ! ” cried the youi^ 
orator, setting forth once more on his marrh- There 
was nothxDg for Red Rory to do but follow. The pro- 
cession mad e its way through the Upper Town, pausing 
at the hoiBes wdl-l^iown sympathizers with the mem- 
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bers of the Hotise of Assembly, and finally swinging round 
by the entrance to the Chateau St. Louis. There a halt 
was made. An ugly spirit seized the mob. Groans, 
execrations of the Governor and the Legislative Cotmcil 
rose high above all the other sounds. 

Suddenly a voice rose high and clear. “ Why these 
fortifications ? Down with the fortifications ! ” The re- 
sponse was immediate and savage. There was among 
the workmen of the city a sullen resentment against the 
bringing in of men from the parishes for the work of 
construction. 

“ Come on I Down with the fortifications,” yelled the 
beaver cap, leading a part of the mob in a rush towards 
the works. Heedlessly, recklessly, the rest of the mob 
followed. 

“ Malbaie a moi ! Andre ! Polydore ! A moi ! ” 
Red Rory’s voice rang out high and clear. Setting him- 
self in the path of the students he sought to turn them 
firom the rest of the crowd. 

“ Alain ! Papineau ! What are you doing ? This is 
treason I Alsdn, come here ! ” He caught the youth 
as he was rushing along. “ You young fool ! Where 
are you going ? ” 

“ Let me go ! ” cried the boy, mad with excitement. 

“ Papineau ! You are no traitor to your coirntry.” 
He seized the young orator by the coat collar and held 
him fast. 

“Traitor? Not I ! ” 

“ Those are traitors there ! These fortifications are 
our defences against the enemy.” 

“ But certainly ! ” cried young Papineau ; with a loud 
voice he halted the student band. 

“ Id ! A moi ! ” he shouted. “ Defend the walls 1 
F.n avant ! ” He pointed, to the rabble who had broken 
into the tool-shed and with sledge-hammers, pickaxes, 
and crowbars were hard at work upon the new part of 
the walls not yet thoroughly hardened. 

“ Men of Malbaie ! ” cried ^B^d Rory. “ WlII you 
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allow those canaiEe to destroy your work? Polydore, 
are you a coward ? Andre, get your men together ! ” 

From every direction there came running Malbaie 
men suddenly wakeped to the outrageous nature of the 
work of the mob and stung to fury at the destruction of 
the labour of their hands by this city mob whom they 
heartily despised. 

In the midst of the wreckers was the beaver cap, urging, 
stimulating, directing the work of destruction, himself 
svni^ing a pick with telling effect upon a newly built 
bption. With a cry of rage Andre McNab sprang at 
him. But the beaver cap avoided him and using his pick 
as a pike, charged head on at his assailant, catching him 
on the side of the head a deadly blow and laying him flat. 

“ Aha ! My man I That will settle you for a time,” 
he cried with a loud laugh. 

_ The words were hardly out of his mouth when like a 
tiger Roiy was upon him. But the beaver cap was a 
man of his hands. Dropping his pick he braced himself 
for the attack and met Rory’s rush with a straight arm 
to the face, lifting him clear ofif his feet into the arms of 
a Malbaie man, where he lay dazed and helpless. 

“ Gome on ! ” cried the beaver cap. “ Who is next ? ” 

For answer came Alain, who had followed Red Rory 
dose. With a blind rush the lad made at him_, was 
met by a short upper-cut on the chin which laid him low 
at Rory’s feet. 

“ Anyone else ? ” 

Yes, me,” roared Polydore, who had cleared a bit 
of the w^ free of the mob and now came running. 

“ Polydore ! ” cried Red Rory. “ Stop ! ” Polydore 
rame immediately to Red Rory’s side. “ Don’t touch 
! gaq)ed R^ Rory who was recovering his strength. 
"Standby. I— wiU-^— him.” 

■ “ Gomei then ! ” tormented the beaver cap. “ You 
havoi’t got enough yet.” 

Witiiont a word Red Rory stood upj, shook himc^lf 
together and movrf sfewiy towards his opponent, who 
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Stood smiling, waiting him in the attitude of a skilled 
boxer. 

“ Boss/’' pleaded Polydore, clinging to Red Rory. 

You are sick. Let me at him. I wdl eat him, me ! ” 

Red Rory pushed him off and moved again forward 
to the attack. 

The beaver cap, with a quick, light step, danced for- 
ward, feinted with his right and drove hard at Red 
Rory’s head with his left. But Red Rory was not there. 
Again his opponent attacked, but again Red Rory dodged 
round him. 

Oh, come now ! Don’t be afraid ! ” cried the beaver 
cap, pressing hard upon his enemy, driving in heavy 
blows, some of which Red Rory avoided, and others he 
stopped. 

Good ! We have some science here, eh ? Well, 
well ! Edinburgh, eh ? Well, this is interesting. Come 
on, then, don’t run ! ” 

But Red Roiy was rapidly getting back his strength. 
He met the next rush with a stiff arm and followed with 
a quick jab to the chin which shook his opponent rudely. 
At once the beaver cap changed his tactics. He realiz^ 
that rush methods would no longer do. He must pro- 
ceed with more caution. Red Rory now began to move 
with light feet circling about his foe, meeting every blow 
with a stiff guard and giving back blow for blow. 

Polydore and Andre, who had recovered consciousness, 
with other Malbaie men kept off the mob. 

Sacre tonnerre ! ” cried the big Canadian joyously. 
“ You have him, Roree Rouge ! En avant, mon vieux ! 
Eet him up ! ’ere mille tonnerres ! ” 

Suddenly there was a cry from the rear. “ The 
soldiers ! The soldiers ! ” 

The beaver cap seemed to realize that he must finish 
this matter off with all speed. With a swift leap within 
Red Rory’s guard he delivered a heavy left at half-arm: 
But Red Rory blocked it and again sent a savage right to 
his chin, which shook his opponent, with a straight 
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to his heart and followed up with a driving right to his 
T n»r1fj knocking off his cap and hurling him to the ground. 

A wild yell broke from Polydore. “ ’ere mille ton- 
nerres ! Mon enfant ! ” 

But the beaver cap was on his feet again like a cat and 
minus his cap came on again. Once more came the 
cry : “ The soldiers ! ” 

Advancing swiftly upon his enemy, Red Rory caught 
sight of his face in the dim moonlight. 

Immediately his hands dropped to his side. 

“ You ! ” he gasped, looking into the face of Hector 
Praser. “ For Heaven’s sake get out of this,” he said 
in English. 

“ It might be as well. Another time perhaps ! ” he 
said with a smile, and picking up his cap pulled it down 
over his face, turned and ran off with the mob, who 
before the advancing soldiers were disappearing like 
rabbits in all directions. 

“ Gather up these tools,” ordered Red Rory. “ Alain, 
you all right ? ” 

“ Right enough,” answered the boy sullenly, picking 
up the pickaxe widch the beaver cap had dropped. 

“ Well, let us go along. There won’t be any more of 
this now.” He picked up a crowbar, and with Polydore 
and Andr6 carryii^ their tools set off for the tool-shed. 

“ Halt there ! ” commanded the sergeant in charge of 
the soldiers. 

“I am gathering up these tools,” said Red Rory. 
“ They are scattered all over the place.” 

“ Are they indeed ? Well, you just halt there. The 
krt of you. Hello ! Been fightin’, dh ? Well, you had 
best come along.” 

“ Where is your commanding officer ? ” demanded Red 
Rory. 

“ You will meet him soon enough.” 

ftxrtest was vain. Polydore was for fighting their way 
fiee. It wmild be a ample afi&ir. But this his boss 
fesfiadc- Red Rory’s dbtnand to see the Gfovemor, the 
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General, Lieutenant Fitz-Gibbon, the sergeant received 
with a succession of derisive gnmts. “ You’ll see ’em 
fast enough, you will,” was Im reply. 

Polydore was sent down to the common jail. Red 
Rory and Andre were taken to the guard-house, the 
others slipped away in the dim light. 

The following morning Red Rory and Andre were 
brought before the O.G. of the garrison. Red Rory was 
in a towering passion, but made his statement in a dear, 
concise if somewhat haughty manner. 

“ Take away these men. The Magistrate will deal 
with them in the court.” 

“ But meantime my work is being stopped,” said Red 
Rory angrily. 

“ Your work ? You should have thought of that last 
night,” said the Colonel with a weary air of boredom. 

Red Rory stepped back quickly towards the wall and 
seized a heavy chair. 

“ I demand to see General Brock. I am working 
under his orders on the fortifications. I am in charge.” 

“ Take him away ! ” said the Colonel to the sergeant. 

Then Red Rory went wild. He swung the chair 
lightly in his hands. 

“ I am asking to see the General. His work is waiting 
me. I warn you, I will not be arrested.” 

“ The guard, sergeant,” snapped the Colonel. “ Ah ! 
Well. Here you get your wish. Good morning. General.” 

“ Good morning. Colonel Holt. I wanted to ask you 

Oh, hello, Fraser ? Been in the wars ? It looks 

as if you’d been through a riot.” 

“ I have, sir,” replied Red Rory, pale with rage. 

“ TeU me about it. Excuse me. Colonel.” He took a 
seat. “Well?” 

Red Rory told his tade with flaming wrath. The 
General cotdd not keep his mouth firom twitching as he 
listened to the story. 

“ By Jove, Colonel, yomr sergeant will never be in 
greater danger in his life. Don’t you know this man? 
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He is my foreman of works on the fortifications.” The 
Colonel gaped at his GJeneral. 

“ Then what was he doing with that mob of rioters 
last night with a pickaxe in his hand tumbling down the 
new bastion ? ” inquired the Colonel, much disgusted. 

“ What about it, Fraser ? ” asked the General. 

“ We were just driving off the rioters when the soldiers 
came, sir. The sergeant wouldn’t listen to me.” 

“ We fbimd them fighting,” said the sergeant. “ And 
this — man — ^with a crowbar in his hand. It looked 
bad.” 

“ Crowbar ? ” said the General, looking at Red Rory. 

“ Yes, sir, the wreckers had broken open our shed 
and got out our tools and were,at the walls when we 
came on them.” 

“ I say. Colonel, you were at the race yesterday ? ” 
said the General. “This was the man that drove the 
winner.” 

“ By Jove ! That’s where I saw him,” said the Colonel, 
much excited. “ Thought he was a chap I had before 
me two weeks ago in that last rumpus.” The Colonel 
rose firom his desk and came to Red Rory with >>aT>d 
outstretched. 

“Awfully sorry, don’t-ehe-know. Beastly mistake. 
Dcmned sorry. You drove a beautiful race and a really 
wonderful mare.” 

Red Rory’s face cleared instantly. 

“ Thank you,” he said. “ Sorry I lost my temper. 
But I wanted to be back on the work. Gan I be excused, 
m ? ” said Red Rory to the Colonel. “ The men will 
be wmtiug orders.” 

“ Yes, yes. Sergeant, fisr Heaven’s sake see that this 
man gets breakfast and a drink. Good Lord, General, 
what a messi Awfully sorry, old chap. The oth^ 
fellow goes with him,” He shook Red Rory cordially 
by Ae hand and accompanied him to the door. 

Red Rmy h^ just finis hed with ids inspection of the 
dasaoi^ Ame his cmistruciion work on the previous night 
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when Lieutenant Fitz-Gibbon came with a peremptory 
summons to the Governor’s presence. 

” Now what the devil does he want of me ? Doesn’t 
he know we are all in a mess with this job ? ” 

** Come, come, young man ! It is His Excellency’s 
order I am bringing you. So quick march it is.” 

^*Andr4’’ shouted Red Rory. 

Andre came running up. Keep those men moving. 
Drive them like hell ! ” 

“ Let me alone,” answered Andre savagely. And in a 
wrathful mood Red Rory went his way. 

The Governor was in no mood for trifling. 

A sleepless night left him with worn body and ragged 
nerves. A report had been handed him by his Secretary 
of the disturbance of the previous night. “ Rioting ” was 
the Secretary’s word. “ Rioting and plunder.” But 
most ominous of all was the report of the attempt to 
destroy the new fortifications in which the Governor took 
peculiar pride, as if they had been the outcome of his 
own planning and policy rather than of the steady per- 
sistence and invincible energy of his General-in-Chief, 
Isaac Brock. This was a most significant occurrence. 
The attack upon the fortifications had evidently been 
planned and was under the leadership of men of im- 
portance in the community. A gentleman and a man 
of military bearing was known to have been in command 
of the mob at this particular point. The matter was of 
such moment that he had called into informal conference 
the General and the chiefs of his staff. Bishop Plessis, 
the supreme head of the Roman Catholic Church in 
Quebec, the judges, the magistrates and certain of the 
leading merchants and traders of the English party. 
Among these was Simon Fraser, who since break of day 
had been busy superintending the repairs to his shop 
windows and consequently was in no pleasant mood. 

The Governor had just finished his statement when 
Lieutenant Fitz-Gibbon ushered Red Rory into the 
room. 
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A swift glance he swept around the company. He 
had not expected an assemblage such as this. 

“ Wdl, my man,” said the Governor brusquely, “ I 
understand you were involved in this affair last night.” 

“ May I ask to what you refer, sir ? ” said Red Rory, 
straightening his back and looking the Governor in the 
eye. 

“This rioting and plundering,” said the Governor 
sharply. 

“Whoever told that I was involved in rioting and 
plundering, your Excellency, is a liar,” said Red Rory, 
with face wliite with fury. 

“ You were arrested, were you not ? ” 

“I refer you, sir, to General Brock.” 

“ I refer to you and I want your answer.” 

“If you mean that I was engaged in rioting, my 
answer is no. If you ask if I was arrested, my answer 
is yes, your Excellency.” 

“ 'Wbs.t is the evidence ? ” said the Governor, turning 
to his Secretary. 

“ Permit me, your Excellency,” said General Brock in 
a quiet voice. 

“ The evidence is here,” snapped the Governor, whose 
ra^ed nerves rendered him incapable of judicial pro- 
ceeding. 

The General rose deliberately and said in a pleasantly 
conversational voice ; 

“ It will save your time if I make a statement, I thmlc^ 
your Excellency.” 

“ The evidence is here,” interpolated the Secretary. 

The General’s blue eyes took a deeper hue, as he 
turned half roxmd and fixed a steady gaze upon the 
interrupter. 

“ These are the fects, your Excellency. This man is 
in my employ and working under my orders and is re- 
to me. It is not my custom to allow any man 
to imgx&aet in my command.” The words ram/» like a 
sword cut tfaren:^ the silence. 
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“ This evidence is from the oflScer making the arrest.” 

Slowly the General turned ins blazing eyes upon the 
Secretary and stood rigid for some seconds, then without 
a word he quietly resumed his seat. 

“ You were about to say something. General,” said 
the Governor courteously. 

The General remained silent and motionless for another 
second or two. 

“ The evidence ” began the Secretary. 

“ Silence ! ” said the Governor, bringing down the flat 
of his hand hard upon the table. 

The Secretary rose. “ May I be excused, you ” 

“ Sit down, sir ! ” thundered the Governor. “ Must I 
teach you manners ? ” 

The Governor txuned courteously toward the General. 
“ Pardon me. General ! ” he said quietly. “You were 
about to say something, I believe.” 

“ Yes, your Excellency,” said the General with a 
pleasant smile as he turned his back upon the Secretary. 
“ The fact is there was a mistake made last night, a quite 
pardonable mistake, indeed.” He proceeded to make a 
full statement of the case in an ezisy, almost humorous, 
manner, and taking his time about it. Before he had 
finished, the Governor had recovered his self-command 
and had begun to see the grim humour of the trick the 
Fates had played upon the unfortunate defenders of the 
fortifications. 

“ So you had no breakfast, Fraser ? ” said the Governor 
with a chuckle. 

Red Rory stood wrathfully silent, tmable to appreciate 
the humour of the situation. 

“ Fitz-Gibbon will attend to that matter, your Excel- 
lency,” said the General. 

“ It appears, Fraser, that we all owe you an apology,’* 
said the Governor. A quick flush came to Red Ror/s 
white free. “ And what is more, be gad, we aU owe you 
our very hearty thanks for your courage and promptness 
last night, eh.” 
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“ No, sir,” said Red Rory. “ I hated to see my work 
spoiled — ^that’s aU.” 

Tlie Governor laughed heartily. 

“ The Scottish thrtft, eh, Simon ? ” he said. “ And 
you appear to have sufered a bit in the cause.” With 
another chuckle the Governor pointed to Red Rory’s 
discoloured face. 

“ I wasn’t ready for him,” growled Red Rory. 

“ By the way,” said the Governor, “ did you recog- 
nize your assailant.” 

Red Rory hesitated , for an instant. “ The light was 
not good. It was difficult to make out faces.” 

The Governor noticed his hesitation. 

“ Have you no idea who it was ? The report says 
he appeared to be a gentleman and a military 
man.” 

Red Rory flashed an imploring glance at the General. 
“ He did not seem to me to be a military man — I didn’t 
— ^the l%ht was 

“ ReaS.y, your Excellency, there was a good deal of 
confusion and a someA^dlat brisk exchange of compliments. 
The man seemed to be one of the mob bent on mischief 
generally. I do not attach any significance to the attack 
upon the fortifications.” 

“Well, well. General, allow me to compliment you 
upon the loyalty and fidelity of your chief of works. But 
1 do t hink you owe him a breakfast,” added the Governor 
with another chuckle. 

“ I entirely agree. Mr. Fitz-Gibbon, I think, can be 
trusted to attend to that matter.” 

“Very good,” said the Governor. Ihen, rising and 
leaking Red Rory warmly by the hand, he said very 
earnestly ; “ And will you allow me to offer you my 
personal thanks, eh, Mr. Fraser, for a very fine bit of 
and plucky service ? ” 

“And my orders are, Fraser, first breakfest, then 
Wmrk,” saM the Gfeneral with a slight smile. 

“ Qertalnly, ar,” said Fitz-Gibbon, promptly saluting, 
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and carried Red Rory off with him to the best breakfast 
of Red Rory’s life, 

“ And now, gentlemen, let me say that I am impressed 
with the General’s presentation of the situation. It is a 
very real relief to my mind to feel that the attack upon 
the fortifications had no special political significance. 
The report that these men engaged upon the works were 
involved in the attempt to destroy them was most dis- 
turbing. This removes the most disquieting feature from 
the riot of last night.” The Governor turned over a 
bundle of papers lying before him. “ I think that will 
be all this morning. I find myself rather exhausted. 
Thank you, gentlemen, for your attendance.” 

At this point all were startled by a loud knock at the 
door. The Secretary went to inquire. 

I should like to see His Excellency.” The voice was 
clear and firm. 

His Excellency is engaged,” said the Secretary, pro- 
ceeding to close the door. But a foot inserted held the 
door open. 

I wish to see His Excellency upon a matter of im- 
portance.” The voice, clear-cut and forceful, penetrated, 
the room. 

I have already told you EQs Excellency is engaged. 
You cannot see him now.” 

The Lord deliver us,” muttered Simon Fraser- “ It 
is Red Rory.” 

Who is there, Ryland ? ” exclaimed the Governor 
wrathfully. ‘‘ Bring him in.” 

‘‘It is 

“ Bring him in at once.” 

The Secretary threw the door open and in walked Red 
Rory, followed by Miss Christine, Josette and a habitant. 

At once the Governor, the General, Simon Fraser and 
Mr. Langford were on their feet. The others more slowly 
followed their example. . 

“ Ah, Miss Nairne ! ” exclaimed Sir James. “ This is 
an unexpected pleasure.” 
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Miss Christine made a profound curtsy. 

“Your Excellency will pardon this intrusion, I am 
sure, when you hear the cause of this bold, I hope not 
rude, interruption. But I am in distress.” 

“ In distress ? My dear Miss Nairne, you were entirely 
right in coming to me,” said the Governor kindly, as he 
o&red her his hand. 

The quick tears came to Miss Christine’s fine blue eyes. 

“ Oh, I knew you would hear me,” she cried, taking 
the Governor’s hand in hers and curtsying low. 

“ Will you not be seated ? ” said Sir James, pointing to 
the chair which the General had placed at her disposal. 

“ Thank you, but I will not detain you. I am covered 
with confusion at breaking in upon your time in this way.” 

“My dear Miss Nairne. My time is wholly yours. 
Take your time,” he said kindly, as Miss Christine stood 
wiping her eyes. 

“ I am ashamed of myself ! ” she said. “ You know I 
am not the weepy kind. This is Miss Josette McNab. 
This is Aristide Delorme. They are both censitaires of 
my mother. Red Rory — I mean Mr. Roderick Eraser 
of Malbaie — ^you know. 

“ Now, I briefly state what I want. Josette came 
to me this morning with the distressing news that another 
of our Malbaie men, Polydore Hanrmel, one of Red 
Rory’s captains on the fortifications, was arrested last 
night, tried this morning and condemned to a month’s 
imprisonment.” 

“ Ah ! ” said the Governor. “ On what charge ? ” 

“ On the absurd charge of rioting and treason,” said 
Miss Christine, her blue eyes flashmg. “ He was tried 
before a magistrate who could not understand French. 
PoJydore can speak but a few words of English. He 
ocn^ neither understand the charge nor make defence.” 

“ Was there no interpreter present ? ” inquired the 
Govemco-. 

' “ |nter|Mreter ? ” riie said indignantly. “ Aristide will 
tdl IK about the interpreter.” She spc^e rapidly in. 
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French to Aristide, who with much gesticulation poured 
forth his tale, finally pointing an accusing finger straight 
at Magistrate Pettj^iece. 

Your Excellency, Aristide says that this gentleman is 
the Magistrate/’ 

What ? Mr, Pettypiece ? ” exclaimed the Governor. 

Your Excellency ! ” sputtered Mr. Pettypiece in- 
dignantly. 

“ Wait, please. One thing at a time,” said the 
Governor. Let us sit down. Now then, first of all 
may I ask — eh — ^Mr. Fraser about this man — ^what is his 
name ? ” 

“ Polydore Hammel,” said Miss Christine. One of 
my mother’s people at Malbaie, now engaged with Red 
Rory on the fortifications.” 

Thank you ! ” said the Governor with a smile at 
Miss Christine, whose flushed cheeks and flashing blue 
eyes lent an unwonted attractiveness to her face. One 
of your men, eh, Fraser ? ” 

Yes, your Excellency. One of my captains.” 

Tell us what happened last night.” 

Polydore was with me, at my side, seeking to defend 
the fortifications, and was more than anyone of my men 
responsible for driving off the mob. Indeed he suffered 
heavily in the encounter.” 

He had no part in the rioting ? ” 

“ None at all. No more than I. He was with me 
during the whole night.” 

Mr. Pettypiece, a mistake has obviously been made 
hare,” said the Governor. 

‘‘Your Excellency, there was a perfectly fair trial,” 
began Mr. Pettypiece with heat. 

“ That matter will be thoroughly investigated later,” 
said the Governor coldly. “ Meantime I suggest that 
there has been a miscarriage of justice. This man 

“ Polydore Hammel,” said Miss Christine. 

“ Polydore Hammel was evidently arrested, as was Mr. 
Fraser, imder a misappreheimon — sl very excusable mis- 
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apprchenfflon. He was engaged in a patriotic and praise- 
worthy effort to protect the defences of his country. 
Instead of being imprisoned he should be praised and 
rewarded. You will therefore see that an order is made 
at once for his release, Mr. Pettypiece.” 

Mr. Pettypiece bowed. 

The Governor then turned to MBss Christine. 

“ You have done me a great service, Miss Christine,” 
he said, talnu g her hand. “ I wish to thank you on my 
own behalf, and on behalf of all true and loyal citizens.” 

Once more Miss Christine dropped him a profound 
curtsy. He shook hands with Josette, and waved a fare- 
well to Red Rory and Aristide as they passed out. 


CHAPTER XI 

D uring the next few days Red Rory’s hands were 
full. The canaille of Quebec in a few minutes had 
undone the work of days. This the men of Malbaie took 
as an insult as well as an injury. They were therefore 
only too eager to wreak vengeance upon that same 
canaille when opportunity offered. This naturally added 
materially to the burden of Red Rory’s responsibility, 
already increased by the necessity of recovering the lost 
ground in the work upon the fortifications. 

HEs chief source of anxiety was the son of Simon 
Fraser. Some days after the riot Hector drove up to 
the Chateau St. Louis with a friend and took the trouble 
to look up Red Rory at his work. His greeting was 
free and most friendly. 

“ Hello, Cousin Rory. You are pushing things along 
at a great rate here. Let me introduce an American 
friend c£ mine, Mr. Jason Appleby from Newport, sailor,, 
trader, smu^ler, thief and that sort of thing.” Red 
Ro^ took the hand cordially oflteed him. “ I am show- 
frxoad trf" mine,” continued Hector, “just what 
he wll have to free if rite Yankees are Jfoob enough to 
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tackle Canada. You see, Jason, when my Cousin Rory 
here gets this parapet and these bastions completed with 
all the embrasures you see down the face there, you will 
have quite a nut to crack.” 

I hope so. And I shall take pains to tell all I meet 
just how mad a thing it will be. Besides, what have the 
Canadians ever done to us that we should invade their 
peaceful country? If we want a whack at Britain we 
can get them somewhere else. On the sea, for instance.” 

‘‘ The sea, man ? Are you crazy ? ” cried Hector. 

Not so crazy. We have a right smart lot of schooners 
and frigates. They are new, they are well formed and 
there are no smarter sailors afloat than our Yankee 
sailors.” 

“ Yes, along with those you steal from us,” said Hector. 

Well, now, if they came climbing up into your 
shrouds I guess you wouldn’t exactly throw ’em into the 
sea. But there ain’t going to be any war. We Easterners 
don’t want it. No, sirree. New England, New York, 
yes and Pennsylvania too, the people with the brains and 
the money, don’t want war, you can just bet on that.” 

Well, I thought it wouldn’t do any harm to show you 
your job,” said Hector, if you took it into your heads 
to take us on. Just take a look at this line.” Together 
they walked the length of the parapet. Hector taking 
pains to point out the various batteries and gun emplace- 
ments. Red Rory had an uneasy feeling as he watched 
Hector and heard him discoursing upon the strength of 
the batteries, the number and size of the guns and general 
lie of the fortifications. Suddenly Simon Fraser’s words 
flashed through his mind. Too many Americans in 
this town.” Surely Hector was doing a very unwise 
thing. He stepped over to his cousin and said : 

“ Perhaps your friend would like to look through the 
Chateau. The public rooms are supposed to be rather 
fine and old-fesMoned.” 

“ Good idea. Come along, old fellow I We will show 
you some old-world decorations.” 
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“Don’t know that I care about inside fixtures very 
much. This sort of thing smts me.” 

The keen grey eyes, the thin mahogany-hued face, 
the alert lean body, gave Red Rory the impression of 
controlled and concentrated energy, and yet there was 
an air of easy, careless geniality that seemed to cover as 
with a garment the sense of indsive power that lurked 
in every look and movement of Hector’s American friend. 

“ Say ! I’d like to see that river when she’s flowing 
firee, and full of shipping. I’m agoin’ to sail up here 
some day. Hector, sure as you’re bom. Must be some- 
thing wonderful, eh ? ” 

“ If you know your water,” said Red Rory, with a 
shake of the head. 

“ Bad water, eh ? What ? Shoals ? Reefe ? Bars ? ” 

“ I’m only a young man, but many a fine ship have 
I seen wrecked on that waterway,” said Red Rory, with 
solemn emphasis. 

“ What ? Are you a sailor ? Thought you were a 
trapper.” 

“ I’ve sailed small craft into every nook and crack 
down the Gulf.” 

“ That’s the only way to learn water,” said Jason. 

“ Where have you sailed most ? ” asked Red Rory. 

“ New England coast and south. Not much north. 
Don’t know this Gulf water. Smack, schooner, barque, 
brigantine. I’ve sailed them all. Everything but a 
fiigate, and that I’ll sail before long.” 

For a single moment Red Rory had a glimpse of a 
keen brown face aflame as with an inner light, but only 
for a moment. Over the keen foce there seemed to drop 
a filmy veil of s^ and lazy nonchalance. But that swift 
glhrqjse awoke in Red Rory’s heart a queer uneasiness, 
jasem Appleby stood gazing down the river. 

“ And that’s where Kirke and Phips came up and at 
last Wolfe, greatest of them all. Say ! Wolfe was the 
^ady boy J But — great jumpin’ Jeremiah ! He had 
ax mesMSf-war, nine Hj^ates and a flock of transports 
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and nine thousand of the best fighting men in the world 
—and- 

Five thousand, only, landed/’ corrected Red Rory, 

“ Well, what of it ? He had the ships and the guns. 
Give me ships and guns — ^guns, lots o’ guns — ^I’d take any 
seacoast fortress in the world.” 

Again came that inner, lambent flame gleaming through 
his eyes, even through the very pores of his skin as it 
seemed for one brief instant, and then the veil of lazy, 
easy good-humour. 

‘‘ Too many Americans.” Once more the words of 
Simon Fraser flashed into Red Rory’s mind. And what 
was Jason Appleby doing with Hector ? And what did 
Hector want of Appleby ? 

“ Gome along then, Appleby, if you are not going to 
view the splendid interior of this old Chateau. Let us 
do something of the town. By the way, Cousin Rory, 
we are about to call upon fiien^ of yours. Miss Christine 
Naime and their American friends, the Van Ranckens. 
You know them well, of course. Strange to say, I met 
them only two days ago. We got talking about the forti- 
fications and your noble defence of them. Oh, have 
you learned anything more about your assailant ? ” 

Yes, I have found out something.” 

** Ah ! May I ask what it is ? ” 

Nothing much. Your father was very anxious to 
find out something, but I could tell him nothing.” 

“ Ah, I heard you declined to tell even the Governor.” 

“ There was nothing definite to tell. But I promised 
to keep a look out for him. I have a feeling I shall 
get him some day.” 

Good. But after all it was likely only a mad prank 
of one who wanted to show that he had no love for this 
unspeakable Government of ours which most people 
loatibe and very few can tolerate.” 

“ Do you think so ? ” 

** Yes, on the whole I think so. Indeed, the more I 
think of it the more certain I am that I am right.” 
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“I should really like to think so,” said Red Rory 
earnestly. 

“ Be smre that’s the explanation. And on the whole 
I do it was quite fine of you not to throw suspicion 
upon anyone without very good reason. My mother,,! 
know, would he glad if you should come up to-night. 
Our last party was rather rudely broken up, you remem- 
ber. You made quite a hit with her. Miss Christine and 
her American firiends are coming too. So come along.” 

“ Thank you. I am afi:nid I cannot come,” said Red 
Rory. 

" Why not ? Mother will be doing some of her favourite 
things. Come if you can.” 

“ Thank you. Perhaps, if I can manage it,” said Red 
Rory, with no intention of going. Somehow he could 
not see himself enjoying an evening in Simon Fraser’s 
drawing-room with Hector and his fiiend, Jason Appleby, 
carrying on a brilliant conversation with Miss Christine 
and her American fiiends. Madeleine would be there. 
He cursed himself for a fool as he became conscious of a 
mad desire to see her again. “ That settles it,” he said 
to himself, as he walked home from his work to his hotel. 
“ I want to see her more than anything else in the world. 
I may as well face it. I am a fool. I will not go, I 
win not see her again. She has forgotten all about me.” 
Though as to this, when he thought of her voice, and 
her eyes when she last spoke to him, he was not quite 
certain. But at any cost he must forget. There was 
nothing in common between this rich, beautiful, high- 
bred Amodcan young lady and a Malbeiie habitant, 
trapping and hunting for a living. Right here he would 
cut the thing dean out of his life. She would be leaving 
town in a few days, that would be the end of it. A 
cbeam would for ever be in his heart, but that would 
be alL He came to a dead halt on the street as he 
setlfed feds matter definitely and for ever. 

that’s over and done with,” he said aloud, 
strefelteg bis arms high above Us head. 
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“ And what will that be, my lad ? ” said Simon Fraser’s 
voice behind him. “ Your job is not finished yet awhile.” 

“ My job ? Oh, up at the Chateau ? Not for some 
weeks yet. But the men are doing fine. They are begin- 
ning to sing again at their work.” 

“ I am wanting you to-night, Roiy. And Madame 
will be wanting you too.” 

“You are having a grand party. Cousin Simon. Too 
grand for me. I will come to-morrow night.” 

“ A grand party ? And are you forgetting that you 
are Roderick Lovat Fraser’s son ? Are you not my 
cousin, forbye ? ” 

“ No, but I can make no contribution. I am not 
used to — ^to — ^that kind of thing, and, Cousin Simon, I 
would rather wait till to-morrow night.” 

“ But it is to-night I am wanting you. Miss Christine 
and her friends wfil be there. I have asked your cousin, 
Josette, to come. There is a young American firiend of 
Hector’s I want you to meet.” 

“ I have met him. I met him this afternoon.” 

“ And where ? ” 

“ Up at my work. He was greatly interested in the 
fortifications.” 

“ And was he that now ? And what did he see of 
them ? ” 

“ Everything that could be seen from the parapet and 
the esplanade. He was very keen to see all there was 
to see.” 

“ And Hector with him ? Well, he might have known 
better. And what sort of a lad would he be ? ” 

“ To my mind a very clever chap. A sailor. Hector 
said, trader, smuggler, and he looked like it.” 

“Too many American visitors, traders and the HIk, 
these days. I vdll be speaking to the Governor about it. 
But you will be coming to-night, lad. It is important.” 

There was no escape from Simon’s command, and in 
consequence Rory made his appearance amid a very gay 
and very splendidly dressed party. 
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They were on the floor dancing habitant jigs, Scotch 
reds, strathspeys, schottisches, with Miss Christine and 
Josette instructing Maddeine and her brother Max in 
the mysteries of these ancient folk dances. When Red 
Rory appeared there was a shout for his assistance. 

“ He is the best dancer of Malbaie,” cried Miss Chris- 
tine. “ Isn’t he, Josette ? ” 

“ Red Rory is the best dancer I know,” said Josette 
to Max Van Rancken, her partner. 

“ Except Josette McNab,” said Rory, overhearing her. 

“ Let us show them a Scotch reel as it should be done. 
Cousin Rory and Josette, Hector and Christine,” said 
Madame Fraser. “ Oh, yes. Hector, you are a good 
dancer. And our friends w^ see this dance in good 
style. Strike up,” she ordered the fiddlers brought in 
for the occasion. 

There followed some modern dances for which the r61e 
of teacher was taken in turn by Miss Louise and Miss 
Madeleine with some assistance from Jason Appleby, who 
showed himself a past-master of the art. 

Then followed, as a very special treat and at the 
earnest r^uest of Hector, some of Madame Fraser’s 
greatest pieces from her large and varied repertoire. 

The supper that followed might have been served from 
the kitchen of the new Great Union Hotel, so rich, so 
varied, so beautifully cooked were the viands offered. 

Supper ovCT, the company settled in groups about the 
blazing fire in the drawing-room for conversation. The 
presence of the Americans suggested as topics for dis- 
ci^ion the characteristics of the peoples represented. 

“ For me,” said Madame, “ I find the American people 
possessed of great charm, more especially the people 
of the South. Delightful people with such charming 
m^ers. But we have not seen so many of them lately, 
owing to the_ political dififerences possibly. But there, we 
Me not to discu^ war. I am quite resolved on that.” 
Madame was qmte decided on this point and immediately 
pforaedoi to discuss the forbidden tc^ic. “ Though why 
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there ever should be war between your people and ours 
I never could see/’ she said, addressing Jason Appleby, 
who with Christine and Louise, made a little group of 
their own at one side of the fire. 

“ Family connections, I suppose,” replied the American 
with a smile. “ But I really can’t see what Canada has 
to do with England’s quarrels.” 

“ Why, indeed,” said Miss Christine promptly, “ except 
that we happen to belong to England.” 

“ But why continue to belong to England and be 
involved in all her ancient quarrels and animosities ? 
That is what I can’t see. Why not be on your own ? ” 

“ No, no ! ” cried Madame. “ No war discussion.” 

“ But why not face the question ? ” said Hector. 
“ Here we are representatives of two of the three nations 
involved.” 

“ Three ? ” said Madame. 

“ Three,” said Hector. “ England, the United States, 
and the French Canadian people.” 

“ That I refuse to discuss,” said Miss Christine. “ Let 
us keep to realities.” 

“ Oh, very well,” said Hector. “ Two peoples. Shall 
we have war ? Why ? What will happen ? A friendly 
talk will do no harm surely, mamma.” 

“ Oh, very well. We are ^1 dear fiiends. And, after 
aU 

“ Yes, after all, we may have to face it sooner than we 
t hink, ” said Hector. “ Why be afimd to look anything 
and everything that may come feirly in the fe.ce ? ” 

“ Afraid ? Yoimg man, you refer to me ? Afraid ? ” 

“ I apologize, hfrss Christine. It was certainly the 
wrong word to use to one of your race and fa mily ,” 

“ You had better,” said Miss Christine. “ So go at it. 
Anything and everything is permitted. Two nations, 
three or four as the case may be. England is in now, 
and France and all Emrope. Canada is ailready in — 
Rory’s fether— Josette’s father were in. My brother, 
John, was in, poor dear. They gave thdr lives. It is 
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the same old war. England against France for the free- 
dom of Europe. The sides may vary more or less, but 
those two are always in it. And now the United States 
are threatening to join our foes. Oh, yes, let us discuss 
it.” Miss Christine’s voice was vibrating with the in- 
tensity of her feelings. A deep silence followed her 
impassioned speech. Then Josette, leaving her place on 
the other side of the fire, came and sat upon the sofa 
beside Miss Christine and, taking her hand in both of 
hers, kissed it as she said : 

“ Miss Christine, I am with you. Oh, it is what I 
would say.” 

Miss Christine put her arm round the girl and drew 
her close. 

“ I am a fool,” she said gruffly. “ But I am a British 
soldier’s daughter.” 

“ And me too,” said Josette, again kissing her hand. 

" And I a British soldier’s wife,” said Madame, glancing 
with flashing? eyes at her husband, who smiled at her in 
retam. 

" But you are French, Madame ? ” said Jason Appleby. 

“ Ah, oui, vraiment ! French ! But not of the canaille 
of the Revolution, not of the unspeakable monstaire 
Bonaparte.” 

“ And you,” he said to Josette, “ are French Canadian. 
Of the people of this country who are ground down 
under the ^anny of a foreign government.” 

“ Oh, la la ! ” said Madame widi a laugh. “ We grow 
very serious, do we not. Miss Christine ? ” 

“ Certainly. Let us not be too serious,” replied Miss 
Christine with a gay laugh, " though Rory and I had a 
touch of the tyranny of this same foreign government. 
We really bearded the lions in their den. Though a 
more lamb-like group of lions one could hardly imaginf!. 
Even the dear old Governor was anything but lion-like. 

^rarp roar he gave at that stupid ma^trate, Petty- 
piecc. Mr. Fraser, come here and tell me,” summoning 
Eraser to side, “ Is M. Pettypiece a fiwT 
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sample of these English magistrates and his method of 
handing out justice typical ? ” 

“ Entirely so ! called out Hector ifrom the group on 
the other side of the fireplace. 

Hector ! ” chided his mother. 

Well, mother, I know what Father will say and I 
simply wished to guard Miss Christine from a wrong 
impression at the start.” Hector's laugh was very dis- 
arming, but his mother was not to be appeased. 

Hector ! Your father awaits your apology,” she said 
in her grand manner. 

Oh, most certainly, dear mamma,” replied Hector 
with a gay laugh. I apologize, sir.” 

Simon nodded his head carelessly at him. You need 
to mind your manners, my lad,” he said. You were 
asking about these English courts. Miss Christine. Some 
of them are a great boon to our French fellow-citizens 
in familiarizing them with our English procedure in the 
administration of justice. Everything depends upon the 
judge or magistrate. Where you have as judge a man 
trained in English law, all goes well, but with magistrates 
who know nothing about law and little about justice the 
results are lamentable, at times indeed farcical, as in the 
case of your Polydore.” 

May I suggest a worse fcatiure, father ? ” asked Hector, 

What Hector is bursting to tell you of is that the 
worst feature of these English courts in the hands of 
stupid and unscrupulous men is that not only is justice 
often travestied in their proceedings, but very often litiga- 
tion is encouraged and lengthened out so that the legal 
suits arc often greater than die amounts involved. These 
are some of our grievances which arc aggravating the 
feelings of suspicion and dislike between the races, but 
which will pass away in time.” 

“ What proportion of the people of this country are 
affected ? ” inquired Jason Appleby, who had listened to 
Simon Fraser with keen attention. 

“ Ninety per cent at least,” said Hector. 


F 
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“ Why doesn’t England interfere and straighten thin^ 
out? You would think she would have learned her 
lesson,” said Appleby. 

“ Too busy fighting Napoleon, backed by the most 
of Europe, for the liberty of the world,” said Heloise 
promptly. 

“ Great chance for Canada,” said Appleby. 

“For Canada?” said Heloise. 

“ Certainly. To shake off the English yoke.” 

“ English yoke ? What do you mean, young man ? ” 
said Mss Christine, all her British blood on fire. 

“ Why ! Get firee ! Strike for your liberties. I guess 
you’ll never get a better chance. Take this city. A few 
hundred properly led could seize the fortifications, and 
whoever holds Quebec, holds Canada. Gosh, what a 
chance.” Appleby was enthusiastic. 

“ My dear young man. No one in Canada wants to 
shake off the EngHsh yoke.” 

“ What about your ninety per cent, fi'etting and fuming 
against the stupid tyranny of your Government ? ” 

“Yes, this local Government, M. Appleby,” said 
Heloise. “ Not England.” 

“ Tut, tut, Heloise, you live in the Upper Town,” 
said Hector. “Don’t make any mistake. There arc 
thousands who would be glad of a chance to shake free 
from English control.” 

“ Then this is your chance. America would jump in 
and help like a shot,” said Jason Appleby with eager 
enthusiasm. 

“ Yes, help herself to Canada,” replied Hdloise with 
an ironic snnle. 

“ No, no, never I We do not want to take Canada,” 
caied Madeleine. “ I am sure I am right. Do we, 
M^?” ® 

No, the best Americans have no desire to take 
Canada,” said Max slowly. Atjeast the Americans I 
know best. Why should we invade a fiiendly neigh- 
boiff ? ” 



THE ROCK AND THE RIVER I3I 

“ Do you know the South and West, Miss Van 
Rancken ? ” inquired Appleby. 

“ Not so well. But the South are very noble people. 
I am quite sure they would not want to do anything 
so wicked. Oh, believe me, Heloise, they would not.” 

“ Your President’s last speech didn’t sound just like 
that,” said Hector. 

“ Oh, I know ! But he does not speak for America. 
I am sure he does not speak for America. You don’t 
think so, Mr. Fraser ? ” she said, appealing to Simon. 

“ My dear young lady, I would be glad to think with 
you, but I fear all the signs are the other way.” 

“ After all, it is not a question of America wanting 
Canada, but of Canada getting free firom England’s grip 
with America’s help. Isn’t that the point ? ” said Jason 
Appleby, his keen brown face illumined with a con- 
ciliatory smile. 

“ No ! ” said Heloise. 

“ No ! Certainly not ! ” cried Madeleine. “ Why 
don’t you say no, too ? ” she continued, turning upon 
Red Rory. 

“ Why ? ” said Red Rory. “ Nothing will change the 
fticts.” His quiet, yet clear strong voice arrested the 
attention of the whole company. 

“ And what are the facts ? ” said Jason Appleby. 

“ I am only a boy, a habitant. I have lived in the 
woods and on the river almost all my life. What right 
have I to state facts ? ” 

“ As much as any of us, I fancy, Rory,” said Christine. 
“ Ye’re a wise and obsairvin’ dud 1 So come along.” 

“ You’ve got more sense than any of us — I mean of us 
youngsters,” said Madeleine, with quick impulse followed 
by a vivid flush. 

“ You have been living and working for years among 
the people, Rory, and you will know what they are 
thinking,” said Simon Fraser. 

“ Gome, Cousin Rory, the facts, the facts,” insisted 
Hector. 
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“ About what in particular ? ” 

“ Does America want Canada ? ” 

“ I don’t presume to tell Americans that. I do know 
that the President and the Secretary of War have declared 
that they have only to walk over Canada. There would 
be no fighting. Canadians would welcome them as 
deliverers.” 

“ Next, does Canada want to be free from England ? ” 
asked Madeleine. 

“ No. I have heard more about that in this room, 
to-night, than all my life outside of it.” 

“Would America help Canada to independence of 
England ? ” asked H^loise. 

“ The last answer settles this question. A matter of 
opinion, not fact.” 

“ Another matter of opinion. WHl there be war ? ” 
asked Jason Appleby. 

“ There will be war.” Red Rory’s voice was clear, 
solemn and final. 

“ And your reasons, may I ask ? ” Jason’s face was 
hard, keen and aglow with that mysterious fire that now 
and then wrapped it like a flame. 

“ First,” answered Rory, “ the American Government 
needs war — a political necessity. Second, the present is 
an opportunity not to be lost. England is fighting the 
most of Europe. Third, America is enraged over the 
Ri^t of Search and capture of neutral vessels. Foxirth, 
the South and North claim they must have protection 
for their Western border. Fifth, the Americans would 
love to rule the contiaent firom Gulf to Pole.” 

“ One more question,” said Jason, leaning eagerly 
towards Red Rory, his face like a hawk’s. “ Would 
toe French Canadians fight for England against 
America? ” 

“ My amwcr is, French Canadians wiU fight for their 
comitry to toe last man against any invader.” 

No ! ” shouted Hector. “ What of those riotera toe 
otoer 
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“ When the first tap of the war-drum sounds,” said 
Red Rory, “ every man will be in line.” 

“ Thank God,” said Simon Fraser in a low, deep voice. 

“ Mon Dieu, Roree ! You make me see that war,” 
said Madame in an awed voice. 

“ If war comes,” cried Jason Appleby, his voice ringing 
with a note of glad triumph, “ it will end with the Sta« 
and Stripes floating over that Chateau de St. Louis.” 

“ It may be so ! ” said Red Rory. “ But if so these 
streets vdll be full of dead men and they will not all be 
Canadians.” 

“ Oh, my God, my God ! ” said Madeleine. “ How 
terrible ! How wicked ! ” 

“ Ha ! Do you think so, Rory ? ” cried Jason Appleby 
with a gay laugh. “ Then must I haste away and get 
my ship ready. For if war comes you will see me come 
sailing up that river in Wolfe’s track.” 

“ ^d that means I, too, must get away home, for I 
pledge you my solemn word of honour, Mr. Fraser, that 
from this moment I shall do my damnedest to keep my 
country from so infernal and so wicked a war.” It was 
as if a stranger had stepped into the room. Yoimg Max, 
from being a jolly, kindly, good-natured lad, without any 
sense of responsibility or any knowledge of great afifairs, 
had in a single moment stepped into mai^ood with a 
man’s full resolve to do a man’s duty at the cost of a 
man’s life. 

The effect of youi^ Van Rancken’s statement upon 
the company was most profound. Red Rory, whose eyes 
were upon the face of Jason Appleby, was shocked at 
the swift transformation. The look of gay, half-serious, 
half-humorous challenge with which he had announced 
his intention of sailing up the river gave place to one 
of fiendish passion. lie seemed ready for no less than 
killing the speaker. But oiily for a moment. When he 
spoke again he was once’ more his own master. 

“ With me my country fiirst, always, peace or war, 
right or wrong,” he said with a proud of his head. 
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But the party could not recover its tone of gaiety. The 
ghostly spectre of war had looked in upon them and 
could not wholly be banished. An hour or more passed 
in desultory talk and then came the break-up. 

As the farewells were being said, Simon Fraser seized 
Red Rory. “ What do you tlunk of him ? ” he whispered 
eagerly. 

“ I am sorry he saw so much of our fortifications to- 
day,” said Red Rory with a grim face. “ He should see 
no more.” 

“ Man, you are right. And he will be the last of them 
that will. I give you my word. I will be seeing Sir 
James to-morrow, and that I will.” 

Yet there was a charm about Appleby that was 
irresistible. 

“ Don’t think I am a firebrand,” he begged as he said 
farewell to Madame Fraser. “ My father was a sailor 
tmder Paul Jones.” 

“ I pray le bon Dieu will prevent war between our 
peoples who ought to be fiiends,” she said. “ But come 
again, my dear Mr. Appleby.” 

“ I will come. I want to come. You are aU so kind, 
so fiiank, so fiiendly. No, I should hate war.” 

“ Gome with me, Appleby,” said Hector. “ I want 
to show you the town at night. Cousin Rory, you will 
see the ladies safely home. We shall take care 5f Miss 
Josette.” 

“Roree, my dear boy, you must come often,” said 
Madame to him in a hurried tmdertone as she kissed him 
good night. “ Hector needs you. He is foolish. You 
are wise. You will come often — ^soon.” 

“ Thank you, I will come,” he said, deeply touched by 
the appeal in her voice. 

Madddne wants you,” whispered Hdoise as she said 
good night. 

“ What ? No i I caimot — don’t he stam- 

meaned. 

** SBf boy, be a scddia:,” she said, holding him bach 
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till Miss Christine and Mademoiselle Valli^res had gone on 
with Max and thus left him with Madeleine, who was busy 
assuring Simon Fraser that she agreed with Max in regard 
to the war and that all her people were of her mind* 

My dear child, would to God there were more of 
your mind,” said Simon Fraser, kissing the lovely face 
held up to him. 

“ Oh, la la t My dear, you are a witch. He never 
kisses anyone. Not anyone except me,” said Madame, 
patting her cheek. 

But I am like that too,” declared the girl. I never 
kiss anyone outside my own family, never, never.” 

Ah, a good practice, but the time will come ! Ah, 
ma petite, c"est le bon temps ! N’est«ce pas, Simon ? ” 
But Simon only looked at her and touched her arm. 

With burning face Madeleine hurried off, followed by 
Red Rory. 

The sitting-room door gave upon an enclosed garden 
from which a gate led to a street leading to the Upper 
Town by a steep ascent, a narrow street and dark, between 
high walls. 

In silence they began to climb. 

Let me help you,” said Red Rory, taking her arm. 

You are trembling. Are you cold ? ” he asked 
anxiously. 

No,” she said in a low tone. “ Oh, Rory, it is the 
war. You made me feel that it must ccrnie.” 

Yes, it will come,” said Rory gravely. 

Oh, I cannot bear the thought of it. Think, Rory ! 
Your people and mine killing one another, hating one 
another. You might come to hate me, Rory.” Her voice 
shook. 

Hate you, Madeleine ? ” He laughed a little scorn- 
ful laugh. No, no, I shall love you while I live. War ? 
What difference can war make ? I shall love you till I 
die.” She stood still gazing at his face, white in the 
soft moonlight. 

Love me ? ” she whispered as in a dream. 
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“ Yes ! It is madness, I know. I am a crazy fool ! ” 

“ Madness ? ” Her breath came qtdckly. “ Oh, it 
is 

“ Don’t say it,” said Red Rory, hurrying his words, 
“ Don’t make it harder for me ! I didn’t mean to tell 
you. To-day I swore to myself no one should ever guess 
I was such a fool. Oh, I didn’t want to come to-night. 
Simon made me come. Y ou were going away to-morrow. 
I should never see you again and — oh, what a fool ! ” 

“ You were going to let me go witibout seeing you 
again? Oh, Rory ! ” 

“ Then you would never have known that I dare to love 
you.” 

“ To love me ? ” she whispered, her hands going to 
her breast. “ To love me. When did you ? ” 

“ The first day I saw you. The day I drove you 
behind Vitesse.” 

“ Oh, Vitesse ! Dear, dear Vitesse. You loved me 
that day — ^but you Her voice failed her. 

“ No, I did not know — I did not know — ^what love was. 
I knew only a great joy to be with you — ^to feel you press 
against me — ^to hear yomr voice. I didn’t know what it 
was. Not then.” 

“ Oh, Rory, when ? ” said Madeleine, still as if in a 
^‘eam. 

When ? When I was telling my mother in Malbaie 
that night, you remember ? ” 

“ Oh, yes ! Oh, Rory ! ” 

“ Don’t worry ! I am not going to trouble you with 
my love.” 

“ But yomr mother ? ” she asked amdously. 

“I told her about you. And — and she said, ‘This 
American ^1, is she very beautiful?’ I remember I 
couM rart tdl, but I thought so. Then she asked, ‘ Is she 
a good ^1 ? Has she a good heart ? ’ And I said, ‘ Oh, 
yes, she has a good fame heart.’ And then I knew — and 
ttei I saw I had been a fool.” 

And your mother ? Did she guess ? ” asked Made- 
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leme eagerly. “ Oh, what did she say, Rory ? Tell 
me.’^ Rory remained silent. “ What did she say ? Tell 
me, Rory,’^ said the girl, placing her hand on his arm 
and lifting her blue eyes eagerly to his face. 

She said — ^she said — Keep your hand on your heart, 
my boy.’ But,” he added softly, ‘‘ it was too late.” 

“Too late? Oh, Rory,” 

“ Too late. I had given you my heart — all of it and 
for ever. But I am not sorry. I shall never be sorry — 
and now I am not sorry that you know. I did not mean 
to tell you, but it cannot hurt you to know that a man up 
in Canada — a habitant, trapper and trader — ^thinks of 
you — ^and will always be thinking of you by his camp-fire, 
under the stars — ^always of you so long as he lives.” 

“ No, Rory,” she said sofdy, the tears standing in her 
beautifiil blue eyes as she gazed straight into his. It 
will not hurt me to know diat a man loves me — a. man 
brave, gentle, noble, a man with a heart of gold. And oh, 
Rory — ^Why don’t you take me into your arms and kiss 
me and kiss me and tell me you love me and will always 
love me ? ” With a tremulous smile she lifted her hands 
toward him. 

“ But, Madeleine ! ” he gasped, catching her wrists 
and pushing her firom him. “ Are you mad ? ” 

“Yes, mad. Mad with love for you. Oh, Rory, 
don’t push me away from you.” 

“ Push you away firom me ? ” cried Rory. “ Non ! 
Madeleine ! This moment will be ours. Gome war, 
come what may, I will have my taste of heaven now. 

“ Oh, this is madness I Wild, wild folly, Madeleine,” 
he murmured between his kisses. 

“ Oh, but so lovely ! So heavenly 1 What mattem 
anything else ? ” she said, giving herself to him with all 
she had to give. 

“ But, Madeleine, what does this mean ? ” he said when 
they began to walk on again. 

“ Oh, the most wonderful thing in the world, that you 
love me, Rory, and that I love you.” 
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“ But, child, you know what love means ? ” 

“ Yes, I know now, Rory. Heaven ! ” 

“ But think — ^what will — oh, good heavens, what a 
mad fool I am. You will have to forget all about me 
Madeleine.” * 

“ Forget you ? ” she laughed. 

“But you must, Madeleine. You cannot keep on 
loving me.” 

“ No, Rory, only so long as I keep on breathing,” she 
cried, laughing up into 1^ face. 

“ But listen to me ! ” 

“ Yes, Rory darling.” 

“ But you must listen. This is all folly. Wha t can 
come to us ? What can we do, Madeleine ? ” 

“ You mean the war, Rory ? Oh, I forgot the war. 
What can the war do to our love, Rory? Don’t be 
absurd.” 

“ No, I had forgotten the war too. You see what a 
fool I am.” 

“ Yes, Rory dear. How wonderful we should both 
forget tte war, and yet not so wonderful.” 

“ But it is not the war. It is us. You’re a lovely, 
beautiful, rich young lady belonging to one of the greatest 
American families.” 

“ Yes, Rory dear. And you are a young CanaHian 
boy— well bom, clever, brave, strong, gentle— the most 
wonderful boy in aU Canada- in all the world.” 

“ Now, Madeline, do be sensible. We must. We are 
gettu^ near your home and there is so much to settle.” 

“ Yes, Rory darling, what exactly ? ” 

“ Oh, Madeleine ! ” he cried desperately. “ Don’t 
you see I can never ask you to he my wife ? ” 

^ “ Your wife, Rory ? ” Her voice was low, thrilling, 
infinitely tender. “ I never thought of that.” 

No, of course not,” said Rory. “ It could never be. 
I never drought of it either.” 

But you have not asked me, Rory ? Aren’t you going 
to ask me ? You make me ashamed. You have never 
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even proposed to me and here I have been kissing yon. 
Oh, Rory, hurry up or I shall die of shame ! 

‘‘ No, how can I ask you — a girl like you — ^to marry 
me? It would be preposterous.'** 

You might at least give me the chance, Rory.** 

“ But you wouldn*t — ^you couldn’t — ^you don’t mean 
to say you would marry me ? ” 

I wouldn’t unless you ask me. How could I, Rory ? ” 
But your people, Madeleine ? ” 

There is only my father and my aunt and Max. And 
they are all so dear, they would be so proud of you. 
Max thinks you are a real man, Rory. Oh, let us not talk 
of anything so foolish as that. They will love you, Rory — 
and oh, Rory, it is too wonderful to think of.” 

But, Madeleine, be serious now. Do you really mean 
you could ever think of marrying me ? ” 

No, not till you ask me, Rory. Hurry up ! Oh, 
Rory, you are so slow and I love you so.” Like a wild 
thing she went dancing along, clinging to his arm. 

Madeleine, will you be my wife ? ” said Rory des- 
perately. 

Immediately the dancing was over. The girl stood 
quietly looking up at him for a moment or two. Then 
slowly she put her arms round his neck and drew his face 
close to hers and whispered : 

“ Yes, Rory, I will be your wife. I must, I love you 
so.” She lay quivering with closed eyes in his arms a 
moment, her arms tight about his neck, her lips pressed 
hard upon his. “ Rory, you will always love me, no 
matter what comes ? ” she whispered. 

While I live, I will love you, Madeleine, no matter 
what comes,” he said solemnly. 

The bell from the Basilica slowly tolled the midnight 
hour. He felt her shudder in his arms. 

What is it, darling ? ” he asked. 

^^The bell, Rory. What does it mean? War? 
Death? Oh, I am afraid.” She clung to him con- 
vulsively. 
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“ No, Madeleine. It means a New Day and a better 
day, please God. A wonderful day. Our day.” 

Hand in hand they walked up the dark, narrow street, 
the New Day with the courage in their hearts bom 
of a great love. 


CHAPTER XII 

T he following morning Red Rory found an orderly 
from General Brock waiting him at the fortifica- 
tions. 

“ The General wishes to see you at your earliest leisure,” 
smd the orderly. “ Also it may take a day.” 

Turning over the work to Andr6, Red Rory went 
at once to the General’s ofiSce in the Chiteau St. 
Louis. 

Seated at a table covered with maps were General 
Brock and an officer. 

“ Oh, here you are, Fraser. Thank you for your 
prompt attention. Colonel Kempt, this is the man I 
told you of. Trapper, voyageur, sailor, a man for your 
work, I believe.” 

Colonel Kempt nodded to Red Rory. 

“ Do you know the Richelieu country ? ” 

“ I have trapped in parts of it and have hunted most 
of it. But not for some time. The himting is not so good 
the last two years.” 

“ Ah, hunted out ? ” 

“ No, too many traders. Too much traffic.” 

“ Can you build roads ? ” 

** For toboggan ? Yes. For horse traffic ? I have 
made roads for lumbering.” 

“ Gan you run a surveyor’s line ? ” 

«No” 

** Gan you run a line for a trail, say across a portage 
er round a mmkeg ? ” 

“Yes.” 
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“ Can you boss a gang of men ? ” 

“ Depends on the men. My own men ? Yes.” 

“ I want a pre l i min ary survey for cross-roads between 
the St. Lawrence and the Richelieu with a description of 
ground-rock, muskeg, swamp, heavy timber — dBtances 
between water-ways and that sort of thing. Could you 
get this for me ? ” 

“ Yes.” 

“ How long would you take ? ” 

“ Depends on the number of roads, what distance, what 
kind of country.” 

“ Qpite true, quite true. My fault. What can you 
do a day ? ” 

“ No man can answer that question, sir. Perhaps ten 
miles, perhaps a hundred.” 

“ A htmdred ? ” 

“ Yes. On a good trail and when necessity drives.” 

“ And have you done a hundred miles in a day ? ” 

“ Yes. From dark till dark to bring a doctor.” 

“ He’ll do,” said Colonel Kempt to the General. 

“ How soon can you get away ? ” 

“ Impossible to leave here for two months. The work 
we have in hand will demand all that time.” 

Colonel Kempt glanced at the General. 

“ With your captains in charge could you get away for, 
say, a week or ten days ? ” 

Red Rory pondered a few moments. “ Yes, for a 
week,” he replied. 

“ When can you start ? ” sisked Colonel Kempt. 

“ He will start when you give the word,” said the 
General. “ That’s the kmd of man he is.” 

“ To-morrow morning ? ” asked Colonel Kempt with 
an ironic smile. 

“ This afternoon,” said Red Rory, a little nettled at 
the snaile. 

“ Grood ! I can’t be ready for you for a few days, 
however.” 

“ Do I go alone or with a party ? Do I report fully or ' 
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only distances and route ? ” asked Red Rory, with a 
half-sullen look on his face. 

“ That, too, we will discuss, Fraser,” said the General 
kindly. “ We will give you plenty of warning. Mean- 
time we shall need you to plan and consult with us every 
night this week from, say, eight o’clock.” 

At the noon hour Red Rory went to Simon Fraser. 
He found Simon, his son and Jason Appleby in the office, 
busy discussing American trade. Hector was keen for 
development, and aU the more in view of the threatened 
war. Simon was for retrenchment. 

“ What do you think, Rory ? ” said Simon, when he had 
explained the situation. 

“ If it is a cash basis or straight barter, I would say 
push aU you can. You won’t have a chance long.” 

“ You think it will be soon,” said Simon. “ Any 
special reason ? ” 

“ Yes, our people are beginning to build roads,” he 
answered, and could have bitten out his tongue. 

“ Building roads, eh ? ” said Hector eagerly. 
“ Where ?”^ 

“ There is nothing definite yet,” said Red Rory 
cautiously. 

“ What kind of roads ? Toboggan trails or horse 
roads ? ” said Jason, his dark face keenly alert. 

“ Oh, they are very indefinite,” said Red Rory care- 
lessly. “ I shall be wanting some more provisions, peas 
and beans and soup meat.” 

“What part of the country will the road building 
be in ? ” asked Jason Appleby. “ Towards Upper 
Canada, I suppose.” 

“ ITiat I cannot tell you,” said Red Rory with 
a shrug of his shoulders. “ I heard only a very 
Ktfle.” 

‘‘Gome and look at these provisions,” said Simon, 
taking Red Rory with him down to the cellar. 

“ "Inat boy is nobody’s fool,” said Jason, when Red 
R<»y had departed with Simon to the cellar. “Any 
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chance of getting him ? He is keen about the American 
young lady.” 

“ l^s Van Rancken ? Oh, nonsense ! A habitant 
trapper ! Woxdd she look at hinn ? PreposteroTis ! ” 
Hector’s scorn knew no limit. 

“ You don’t know our people, young man. Of course 
those old Dutch padrones are mighty proud themselves. 
But — oh, well — ^there is no caste with us, except in the 
South.” 

Hector ridiculed the suggestion. 

“ Is there any way of getting him ? Any approach ? ” 
asked Jason. 

“ None. He is a race-proud fool. Highland Scot 
and all that. Two years in Edinburgh with his father’s 
people and in the Fraser country did for him.” 

“ You were there too. Hector, with your people.” 

“ Yes. Damn them. I hated the lot of them. And 
I hate the lot of them here.” 

“ They didn’t like you much, eh ? Guess you didn’t 
suit them,” said Jason with a laugh. 

“ Oh, over there they were too pious. And here they 
treated me like a dog. A dirty land-grabber wanted the 
job which had been given me, and that cursed Secretary, 
Ryland, had me turned out.” 

“ Why ? Any irregularity ? ” 

“ Irregularity ? What do you mean ? ” inquired 
Hector haughtily. 

“ Oh, nothing wrong, or crooked — ^but you are a 
business man and not an oflSce clerk, you know.” 

“ The reason was,' my mother is a Roman Catholic, a 
French woman and a lady. That group are English 
Protestant canaille.” Hector’s usually serene face was 
distorted with rage. “ They insulted her. Those filthy 
camp-followers ! ” 

“ And this young man — ^he is your cousin ? ” 

“ Cousin ? Scottish cousin. No, he is nothing to me. 
A coureur de bois — ^but nothing of this to my father. — 
Well, did you get your stuff? ” 
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“ Most of it,” said Red Rory on his way to the 
door. 

“ You will be up to-night ? ” said Simon. 

“ I fear not. I shall be busy.” 

“ Busy ? You can’t work at night. Don’t forget we 
expect you to-night,” said Hector. 

“ No, but ” 

“ Gome up, Rory, when your work is done,” said 
Simon. “ We shall be going on tDl midnight.” 

“ Perhaps I may,” said Red Rory, and nodding a 
ferewell he went on his way. 

It was wdl on towards midnight, however, when Red 
Rory appeared in Madame Fraser’s drawing-room. 

What arrested Red Rory’s attention as he entered the 
room was the dark, eager face of Jason Appleby leaning 
in rapt attention towards Miss Hdloise Fraser. Without 
amouncement by the maid he slipped into the room, and 
moving quietly across the room came up behind Madame 
Fraser’s chair and there stood silent till Hdloise had con- 
cluded the tragic tale of the last voyage of the gallant 
explorer, Sieur de La Salle. 

“ Say ! What a tale ! What a man ! ” cried Jason 
Appleby. “ And what a story-teller ! ” He glanced at 
his watch. “ Young lady, do you know how long you 
have been holding us here ? An hour ! I thought it was 
twenty minutes ! But what a history ! You lucky 
people ! Just think ! And that is only one of a score of 
such tales ! ” 

“ No 1 There is but one La Salle, my friend,” said 
Madame Fraser. 

“ But, mamma, what of all the great explorers, whose 
names are enshrined in the history o£ New France, from 
Gartier to Montc^m ? ” 

“ Ah, yes 1 ” cried Madame Fraser. '* But only one 
La SaBe I Ah, the splendid, the invincible courage ! 
The nnselfish devotion, the indomitable spirit of the man 
in the fece of defeat, poverty, treachery, sickness, deser- 
tkoi. Ah, mon Dieu ! What a soul ! What esprit ! 
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And the tragic end of him ! Ah, there is no so great 
story in all the stories of New France ! Ah, mon cousin 
Roree, what say you ? 

Champlain ! said Rory, as he took her hand, bowing 
low. ‘‘ And Frontenac ! Not so colourful, but equally 
heroic and more splendid in resiilt.” 

For another hour they discussed the early history of 
their country with all its tragic, futile splendour. 

Great Jupiter ! exclaimed Jason as the party broke 
up. What a history. Do you know, I have never 
heard anything of this ? Miss Heloise, you are wonderful, 
wonderful. May I come every night that I am in this 
town ? 

But most certainly ! ” cried Madame. “ Heloise has 
all the stories, the most glorious of our history.” 

It is a habitant art,” said Hector, with a grin at his 
sister. “ You will find it practised in the winter evenings 
in every habitant home.” 

Hush, silly boy ! Heloise is no habitant. She is of 
La belle France. Of the Salon of the Academic. She 
has the art, the dramatic, the divine art of making history 
into life. Alas, if she had only the physique, ma pauvre 
petite.” 

Tut, tut, mamma. I walked up the long steps 
to-day.” 

“ Mechante ! But the stori^ ! Yes, come and hear 
them, M. Appleby. They will make you understand the 
French Canadian aspiration.” 

Eight you are, maman ! ” exclaimed Hector. You 
have the word. The glorious history of New France 
explains the aspiration of the conquered and oppressed 
Canadians of to-day.” 

“ The history of New France is one long tragedy. A 
story for tears and bitter shame and anguished regret 
from first to last, from Cartier to Montcalm I Ah, mon 
Dieu ! Montcalm ! I knew him. I loved him, a gallant 
and noble gentleman of France, a brave soldier, an incom- 
parable general, who even at the last might have met a 
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nobler fate but for the jealous vanity of the incompetent 
Vaudreuil and the greedy treachery of the uiispeakablc 
Bigot.” 

A deep silence fell upon the company as the old actress, 
with arm outstretched, eyes flashing through tears anr| 
cheeks aflame, rolled forth those words in tones of vibrant, 
heart-thrilling, melodious power. 

To her side moved swiftly her son. Hector, caught her 
hand in his, pressed it to his lips. 

“ Ma ch^re maman,” he murmtnred brokenly. “ Je 
t’adore ! Tu es tr^ magnifique ! ” 

A great rush of tears came to her eyes as she laughingly 
took her son’s face between her hands and kissed him on 
either cheek. 

“ You would make me a vain old woman,” she said. 

“ Say ! Listen to me ! ” came the deliberate voice of 
Jason Appleby as he came and stood before Madame. 
“ If I was a French Canadian with all that hot stuff in my 
blood, I would tear that flag from the citadel and plant 
in its place the flag of Canada. By God ! I would, or 
die in the attempt.” 

“ Hurrah ! ” cried Hector. “ Vive le Canada ! ” 

“ There will be many who have tried to pull that flag 
down, but have failed in the attempt.” Simon Fraser’s 
dry tones struck them like a blast from the chill night air 
outside. 

“ I know some who did not friil, sir,” said Jason, toning 
swiffly upon the old gentleman. 

“ You are not suggesting, Mr. Appleby, that the hands 
fliat pulled down that flag from the Washington flag-pole 
were American hands.” 

It was Josette that had moved into the circle siuround- 
mg Madame Fraser, the pale ivory of her face in its oval 
frame of blue-black hair touched with two points of 
scmiet. 

“American hands?” Jason whirled upon her. “You 
jnst. bet they were Am^can hands ! ” he snapped. 

“ Yes, and with them the hands of men from France and 
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from almost every country in Europe, not to speak of the 
thousands of hands from Britain itself.” 

“ Ye have the word, lass ! The Lord be praised ! 
Ye have the word ! ” came Simon Fraser’s guttural, 
harsh and profound. 

For the life of him Jason could find no immediate word 
of reply. 

“ Not quite the word. Cousin Simon.” Into the circle 
moved Red Rory, and beside him Madeleine stood alone, 
Tnafeiug the circle complete. 

“ The hands that pulled down the Union Jack from 
the Washington flag-pole were the hands of Americans, 
but about these Americans stood men from France, and 
in their rear and on their flanks men from other European 
nations and, as Josette says, men from within Britain 
itself were clutching at Britain’s hands, so that she could 
not get in her blow.” 

“ Hold on, Cousin Rory,” came the quiet voice of 
H61oise. “ The Americans won their fight because their 
cause was right.” 

“ I agree,” said Red Rory. “ Their cause was right. 
They were bound to win.” 

He felt a hand slip within his arm and give him a quick 
little squeeze. 

“ Well,” drawled Jason, “ I guess maybe we’ve got the 
thing straightened out as far as the U.S. is concerned. 
I’m not going to say we did the thing alone. But we did 
it. The question is, what about Canada ? ” 

“What about Canada? There is no Stamp Act in 
Canada,” said Red Rory with a smile. 

“ No, but there is an Executive Council,” said Hector. 

“ Hector, my son, we will have nothing of that,” said 
his mother quietly. “ You are speaking foolish things. 
Your father and your mother do not wish you to speak any 
more about this. No, no, fiiends. It is all folly. It 
is wicked folly, M. Jason. We are for Canada and 
fiar Scotland too, n’est-ce pas, Simon ? Eh, Josette ? 
Rorec?” 
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“ Yes, that will do, my dear,” said Simon. “ For 
Canada and for Scotland.” 

“ And now no more politics in this house, M. Jason. 
Gome and dance, come and listen to the stories from 
Heloise, but no more war, no more politics. And now 
for some supper.” 

“ Take me, Rory,” whispered Madeleine, clinging to 
his arm. “ Don’t let Hector get me. He is — ^he is — a 
iitde difficult.” 

“ I want you, God knows. I may be leaving town any 
day, perhaps to-morrow.” 

“ Cousin Roree, will you give me yom arm, please. 
Simon, you will escort Madeleine, the others arrange 
yourselves as you will.” 

“ You will take me home, Rory ? ” said Madeleine in 
despair. 

“ I will arrange it somehow,” he promised. 

But, as on a previous occasion, it was due to the finesse 
of Heloise that Rory was Madeleine’s escort home that 
night after supper, in spite of Hector’s masterful and 
dominating methods. 

By devious turnings through the crooked streets, Rory 
escaped the rest of the company and found his oppor- 
tunity to have his farewell witia the girl he loved. 

“ It may be to-morrow that I shall have to go,” he said 
to her as she climg to him. 

“ But where ? ” 

He hesitated. “ It is on Government business,” he 
said. “ It is for the General.” 

“ Don’t tell me if you should not,” she replied. 

“ Oh, there is no reason why I should not tell you, but 
it is only for you, remember. It is down the !^chelieu 
Vafiey.” 

“ Cffi, that is the way we go. Perhaps we can arrange 
that we meet somewhere.” 

** I have been thinking that,” said Rory. “ But of 
course my work, my duty will come first.” 

“ First ? Before me, Rory ? ” she gasped. Then she 
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said quickly, But of course, darling. With you it will 
always be your duty first. That is why I love you.” 
There was no opportunity for anything but a brief leave- 
taking, for, by an evil fortune, close behind them as they 
neared the door came Max with Hector and Jason 
Appleby, loudly discussing. 

One long kiss, a passionate clinging embrace, their 
last for many months, and the door closed between them. 


CHAP TER XIII 

TTE will not make it to-night. General. The going 

Xx is hard for moccasined feet on those roads.” 

Had I known his route, I would have sent a carriole 
to meet him. But the young man will arrive to-night. 
He has a strange habit of keeping his word, Colonel. He 
has impressed himself upon my imagination. His Ex- 
cellency, too, is of my opinion, ever since the famous 
horse-race.” 

Horse-race, your Excellency ? I was not aware you 
went in for that sport,” 

No, Kempt. I do not as a rule, but the General was 
so keen over this young protege and a wonderful mare of 
his, that — well, I ventured a bit — did not so badly — a 
hrmdred or so. So did the General. We were all very 
lucky. The young man had the air of a winner. And 
certainly he has done excellent work for you. General. 
He has a remarkable power over these habitants. You 
ought to make an officer of him. General. He would 
knock a battalion of those chaps into shape if any man 
could.” 

With your per mis sion I will give him a commission 
and let him organize a working battalion at once.” 

** I agree. Let it be done- But I must get away to 
my bed. These are very trying days.” 

Your^ Excellency must certainly be terribly worried 
with the present situation.” 
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“ You have read that rag. Kempt, ‘ Le Canadien ’ ? ” 

“Abominable, outrageous. The man ought to be 
severely dealt with.” Colonel Kempt was furious. 

“ It is very annoying,” said General Brock. “ But 
I doubt if the sheet carries much weight in the 
country.” 

“ He is backed by men like Panet and Taschereau,” 
said the Governor. “ The thing is very serious. And 
may be disastrous in case of war. What could we do ? 
Would that House of Assembly grant any funds for 
military expenditure ? Would they authorize enlist- 
ment? Not a penny, not a man. No, General, the 
tliTTig is exceedingly grave. I have a duty to perform. 
I have sent a personal warning to the editor, Bddard, 
that another utterance such as his last scandalous editorial 
win lay him open to arrest. Personal insults I ignore, but 
the inciting of this people to oppose my Goxmcil, ia the 
exercise of its functions, is treason. That I will not 
tolerate.” 

“ Quite right too,” said Colonel Kempt. “ The man 
is a traitor. Must be.” 

“ No, Colonel. I do not regard Bedard as a traitor. 
He is hot-headed. He is reckless in speech. But I do not 
consider him disloyal. Certainly he has no affection for 
our friends over the border.” 

“ He is doing his utmost to imdermine the authority of 
my Government,” said the Governor. “ That I con- 
sider treason, and treason I will not allow. Not for a day. 
I have been too patient. However, I have sent M. 
B^ard his last warning.” 

“ You wrote him a formal letter to that effect ? ” asked 
Brock with some anxiety. 

“ I wrote a note — a. formal command — ^and sent it by 
the hand of my Secretary.” 

“ Ah I By Mr. Ryland.” The General’s tone seemed 
to annoy Sir James. 

“ Yes, by Mr. Ryland. A most faithful, able, diligent 
KTvant of the Council, as well as my own most devoted 
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and loyal secretary. He is not liked by these people, but 
he is an able Secretary of Council.” 

“ No, he is not liked. It is a pity,” said the General, 
with the grave deliberation he always employed when 
giving a considered opinion. “ Personality is a very 
great element in diplomacy.” 

“ Diplomacy ? ” shouted Sir James, springing to his 
feet and beginning to pace up and down the office. “ Is 
this a time or an occasion for diplomacy ? ” 

“ Your Excellency is right. My word was unfortunate. 
I entirely agree with you. But may I suggest that it is 
possible to arouse unnecessary animus and friction by the 
employment of an agent who is persona non grata. They 
do hate him, your Excellency, like the very Devil. And 
indeed, though he is undoubtedly a very loyal chap and 
all that, still — ^weU, let me give you an instance.” And 
the General proceeded to relate an incident in which 
Secretary Ryland had run foul of a very fat and very 
excitable habitant on a very slippery and very sloping 
street with disastrous results to both. The situation 
created was exceedingly funny and was told in a style so 
thoroughly humorous that the Governor became well- 
nigh hysterical with laughter. The tension of the moment 
was over. The Secretary’s virtues and vices were for- 
gotten. The Governor was restored to his wonted good- 
humour with his Gommander-in-Chief. 

“ Brock, you have a gift that is priceless. Would to 
God I had your eye for the humorous side of life.” 

“ A laugh is a great medicine. But this is getting past 
the humorous stage. It is now within half an hour <£ 
midnight. You should be in your bed. Sir James. 
Let me order up some refreshments before you go.” 

“ Thank you, no. I take Hello ! Your man. 

General, I fancy.” 

An orderly had come in followed by a coureur de bois, 
leg-weary and foot-sore, his face black and peeled with 
frost and sun, but in his sunken eyes a fire still burned and 
his voice rang out detir and strong. 
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“ Yoxir report, sir,” he said, laying a packet rolled in 
deer-skin upon the table. 

“ By Jove ! He’s done it, G^eneral,” cried the Governor 
in great excitement. “ It wants a quarter of the hour. 
Give me your hand, my lad.” 

“ When and where did you eat last, Fraser ? ” inquired 
the General after he and Colonel Kempt had shaken 
hands with Red Rory. 

“At St. Anne, sir, about two.” 

“ Fifty miles, begad ! ” said Kempt. “ And ten hours 
of a go.” 

The General touched a bell, an orderly appeared. 
“ Bring some refreshments at once,” he said, “ and 
have supper ■ prepared for Mr. Fraser. Somethirilg 
substantial.” 

They sat for an hour reading, examining, discussing 
Red Rory’s report. 

In six weeks, with the aid of Polydore and another man 
who had acted as cook, he had cut a network of tr^ 
between the Richelieu and the St. Lawrence, crossing and 
recrossing the Montreal and Chateauguay rivers at 
possible fords. He had paced distances, blazed portages 
round rapids and made all necessary preparations for 
road-building gangs to go in and finis h the work when 
the snow had gone fixjm the woods. 

“This is a marvellous bit of work. General,” sadd 
Kempt. “ I know something of this kind of thing. 
I want this man for my road- and bridge-building boss.” 

“ Sorry, Kempt. I need him for myself. I’ll lend him 
to you for a few wedks when spring comes.” 

“ WeU, if you can’t do better for me, that will have to 
do. I say, look at the boy.” Rory had fallen across the 
supper-table and was fast asleep. 

“ Played out, poor chap,” said the General. “'Ready 
far bed, Fraser ? ” he said, touching his arm. 

With a sin^e movement, at the first touch of the 
Genmd’s fingers. Red Rory was on his feet and on guard. 
It vfas the hunter’s instinct and habit. 
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“ To-morrow, we will go into this report, Fraser. You 
will sleep in tiU noon, I suppose.” 

“ No, sir. I shall be at the works in the morning.” 

“ Come here, then, at noon. We will get to work at 
these roads in the spring.” 

“ No, sir. There is not a day to be lost. To-morrow 
a gang of men should start getting material ready before 
break-up. To-morrow, sir.” 

“ By Jove, he is right. General.” 

“ Gome to-morrow at two to this office. And don’t 
move out of your room before noon. This is an order. 
Do you understand ? ” The General’s voice was very 
stem. 

“Yes, sir. Good night, sir,” said Red Rory, and 
stumbled off towards his hotel. 

He was numb with weariness, but, worse, he was sick 
from loneliness. He resolved to look in upon Simon 
Fraser. He had been for six weeks in the Richelieu 
country, for the most part in the woods, but now and then 
coming out to civilization for supplies. He had written 
to Madeleine but had received no reply. He was heart- 
sick with longing for some word from her. There might 
be some word at Simon Fraser’s. 

It was long after midnight when he entered the big, 
kindly, homely sitting-room, to find a quiet group of the 
old friends about the big blazing fire. 

“ Roree ! ” cried Madame Fraser. “ Mon cher Roree ! 
Ten thousand welcomes ! ” She threw her arms about 
bis neck and kissed him once, twice, thrice. “ That is for 
me and for your mother wdiom you are longing to see.” 

“ How did you know what I wanted,” said Rory to her 
in a low tone. “ Oh, it is good to see you.” 

They all crowded about him with warm greetings. 
Simon himself. Hector, Miss Christine who was visiting 
the Frasers, Josette and a new face in that home, Alain. 

“ And where is ” His eyes wandered over the room. 

“ Hfloise ? ” said Madame. “ Where is H61oise ? 
Does anyone know ? ” 
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“ Here I am, mamma. What is the excitement ? ” 
cried H^oise, coming out from the drawing-room followed 
by Jason Appleby. “ Oh, it is our dear Cousin Rory.” 
She came running to him with arms outstretched in wel- 
come. “ How wonderful to see you ! And Jason will 
be so glad too.” Her face was radiant. Red Rory 
gazed at her in astonishment. The girl was beautiful 
with a new loveliness. And with her Jason ? What did 
this mean? 

“ Here I am,” said Jason, shaking him warmly by the 
hand. “ But I have not been here ever since your 
departure.” 

“ He just came yesterday,” said Heloise. Under Red 
Rory’s puzzled gaze a deep red came into her cheeks. 
He could not understand. There was a new atmosphere 
in the Fraser home. Jason ? Heloise ? And there was 
Alain, too, wild with delight at seeing him, but yet with 
a certain restraint about him, evidently on the very best 
terms with Hector. And Hector, hearty in his greeting 
and yet somehow forced in his cordiality, and even in 
Simon a sense of uneasiness. Madame Fraser alone was 
her own frank, kindly self. Red Rory set himself down 
by her side. 

“ I am ashamed to come in like this,” he began. “ I 
am fresh off the trail, but I could not go to sleep till I had 
seen you.” 

“ But what a real proof of love ! ” cried Madame 
Fraser, patting his hand as if he were a child. “ But 
have you dined ? Simon, the boy is just from the trail 1 
Some refreshment ! And, H^oise, some supper.” 

But Red Rory made explanation. He had gone to 
make his report. He had ^ed. He was on his way to 
bed. He must go immediately. 

“ And how fer have you come to-day ? ” asked 
Simon. 

. “ From this end of Lac St. Kerre.” 

“ IM you ^ve a good team ? I do hope so,”- cried 
MadauGffi anxiously. 
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“ No ! I could not be bothered with horses. I came 
on shanks’ mare.” 

“ "^at ! Lac St. Pierre ? Beyond St. Anne ? ” said 
fSiTTirtn “ Boy, that is more than one hundred miles. 
You ran ? ” 

“Yes, we dined at St. Anne at noon.” 

“We? Who?” 

“ Polydore Hammel. He remained at St. Anne with 
a cousin. We dined there. A wonderful d inn er.” 

“ Rory, teU me, when did you set out this momii^ ? ” 
Simon’s voice was that of a judge on the bench. 

“ Well, pretty early,” said Rory with a laugh. 

“ When ? ” 

“ About two in the morning. You see, I had sent word 
that I would be back to-day. They would be waiting 
my report — and we had bad luck on the way — ^and ” 

“ .‘Simrin Fraser, take this boy to his room,” said his 
wife, her lips trembling. “ No, not a word from any of 
you. Away ! Grood night, you foolish, bad, wicked 
boy. Go, go.” She pushed him away towards the door. 

“ But I am not sleepy now. I was an hour ago. And 
I want to see you more than to sleep — and I want news — 
about— about — everything and everybody,” said Red 
Rory, laughingly resisting her. 

“ Well, half an hour, you wonderfiil boy. One hundred 
miles and more because you promised,” said Madame. 
“ Sit by me.” 

“More fool you. Cousin Rory. To-morrow would 
have done,” said Hector. 

“ No ! ” burst from Alain’s lips. “ Not for Rory. He 


Rory’s fin g ers closed on the boy’s leg. 

“ Ouch i ” he cried. “ But it is— ouch ! I say ! 
Rory ! ” 

“ Let us have news,” said Rory. 

" Let me begin,” cried Christme. “ My brother Tom 
is coming home. He is exchanging into a Newfo un d l a n d 
regiment and then — ^bah ! He may become a fermer.” 
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Splendid to have him home — ^for your mother ! 
said Rory. 

Jason is trading most diligently with Simon Fraser/* 
added Christine, with a grin at Hdoise. Reports 
regularly to headquarters.’* 

‘‘And making good at it too,” said Hector. 

“ And having a good time,” added Jason. 

Max Van Rancken is also becoming a trader,” said 
Madame Fraser. 

And doing well too,” added her husband, pinching 
Josette’s ear. 

Josette blushed furiously, angrily, Rory thought. 

“And Madeleine is very busy organizing her father 
and her uncle. Colonel Van Rensselaer, and her family 
circle and friends into an anti-war society,” said Heloise. 

“ And not making much of it,” said Hector. 

“Don’t believe him. Her father and her uncle are 
both strong for peace,” said Heloise. 

“ Not by what I could judge.” 

Red Rory would have given his ears for some further 
word of Madeleine’s doings, but from Hector he would 
not, could not ask. 

“And she is coming to us in the summer,” cried 
Heloise exultantly. 

Red Rory kept his eyes upon the further wall, waiting. 

“ Who can tell about next summer ? ” said Hector half 
sullenly. 

“ Oh, we are going to be very gay next summer. The 
Gk>res from Upper Canada are to be down on their way 
to England,” said Heloise. “ And Madeleine is coming, 
and Max too,” she added, with a wicked glance at Josette. 

“ Don’t keep the boy,” said Madame Fraser. “ Simon 
will take you to your room, where you will remain till 
the hour of midday.” She would ^ow no delay, but 
bundloi him off without ceremony. 

“ Tto is my room when it suits my affair and I do 
not wish to disturb Madame,” said Simon, ushering him 
into a small bedroom, plainly, almost shabbily fomishrf. 
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but with a blazing fire, a case of books and a writing- 
table. 

“ I am glad to see you, Rory. Man, I am glad to be 
seeing you once more.” There was a note of anxiety, of 
sadness in his voice. Red Rory glanced at his face. It 
was deeply lined and haggard. “ Ay, ye may look, lad. 
I am not sleeping well. No ! I say nothing the 
ni^ht. But I will just say, ‘ to the bottomless pit with 
all Americans.’ No, not all. Yon’s a fine lass. Yon lass 
of yours, I mean.” 

“ Of mine ? ” said Rory, the red blood showing in his 
burnt cheeks. 

“ Oh, yes, lad, and the yomig man is a fine lad as well. 
But yon sailor man. Rory, I am being afraid of yon man. 
He has captured the household. The Madame is not 
difficult, nor is Hector, the foolish fellow. But Heloise — 
with the brains of her, and the cleverness of her. She is 
daft about him. And he is mad about her stories and her 
music and her clever tongue in the politics. Who is he ? 
And what is he, Rory ? I have had my agents on him. 
But they can get little about him. His father was a 
senior officer in the navy, killed on board the ‘ Chesa- 
peake,’ you remember, some four years ago — ^that very 
unfortunate affair, indeed a very rash affair for us I will 
say. The lad has been up and down the coast for the 
last ten years. He has captured them all. But what is 
he after ? ” Simon was deeply distressed. 

“ But Heloise ? Smrely she can see through him.” 

“ See through him ? Man, that is just it. He is mad 
about her. See through him, she can. He is fair crazy.” 

“ He is sincere in diat ? He really loves her ? ” 

“ Ay, he does. And that makes it difficult.” 

“ And what of H^oise ? ” 

“That I cannot say. She has a deep heart and a 
tender heart.” Simon’s voice trembled. “ And the man 
has fescinated her. He has a way with Mm, I will say. 
But— oh, I am sick at heart, mat is he doing with 
Hector — and with Alain ? ” 
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Alain ? That child. Absurd ! 

Child, and man too. The students have turned his 
head. He has a gift of the gab they tell me and is wild 
about that young Papineau. There’s a man coming, 
Rory. I heard him the other night.” ’ 

Rory nodded. 

But, hark ! Yon’s Madame. She will be pulling 
my ears.” He opened the door. Yes, my dear, I am 
coming at once. Good night, Rory. Man, I am glad 
you are back. I am relying upon you, Rory. Indeed 
there is no one else. Yes, yes, I am coming. Good 
night, lad.” His hard and gnarled hand crushed Rory’s 
in a good-night grip and he hurried downstairs to his 
spouse. 

Sleepy as he was and half dead with weariness, Red 
Rory sat an hour before the fire. He had abundant food 
for thought. And for anxious thought. 

He undressed, blew out his candle and lay looking at 
the flickering fire. In the glowing embers he saw pictures 
of a face that rarely left him waking or dreaming, a face 
in an aureole of gold hair and illumined with eyes of 
wonderful blue. She was coming in summer. He began 
counting the days, and so counting fell into dreaming, 
but it was long past midday when the sun, beating on his 
face, woke him. 


CHAPTER XIV 

F rom his dreaming Red Rory wakened with a start. 

Someone was prowling about his camp. He leaped 
6x>m his bed ready for action. 

^**Mon, but ye’re a suddint chiel.” It was Airdrie, 
Simon Fraser’s book-keeper and factotum. 

** Hello, Airdrie, it’s you,” 

^* Ay, it’s me, and here’s ye’re clothes and such,” 
Airdrie, opening a bag and laying out upon a 
couch Red Roly’s better stfit. An’ here’s ye’re shavin’ 
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things, an’ I’m bringing ye a tub. The maister says 
ye’re needin’ it. I dinna ken hoo he cud ken unless 
by the smell o’ ye.” Amdrie sniffed with wrinkled nose. 

“ By jinks, you are right. I am a perfect pig. And 
the window was shut last night. I couldn’t get it open. 
Frozen, I guess.” 

“ Get it open ? Man, wad ye be freezin’ ye’re sel’ to 
deith ? Na, na, ye caima open a windie in this room. I 
seed tae that. But ye’ll need to mak’ haste.” 

“ What’s the hour, Airdrie ? ” 

“ Half an hour an’ the dinner-bell will ring. I’m 
bringin’ ye’re tub. Ye’ll need tae haste. The deil’s 
abroad outside.” 

“ What’s the matter, Airdrie ? ” 

“ Riot an’ revolution and no less ! ” said Airdrie, 
closing the door behind him. 

Soon he returned carrying a huge wash-tub which he 
proceeded to fill with hot water. 

“ Hello, hot water, Airdrie ? You’re a brick. By 
George, a hot bath is the real thing after a long trip.” 

“ Ay, there’s some that likes it and needs it as well. 
As for me, I just want for the warm weather.” Airdrie’s 
tone of high contempt for such as needed firequent baths, 
except in the bathing season. Red Rory accepted with 
fitting meekness as he began to luxuriate in the suds of 
warm snow water and yellow home-made soap. 

“ The Madame was for some of her finicky, scented 
French soaps. But I kenned better what ye needed.” 

“ Qjiite right, Airdrie.” 

“ Ye’ll no be late. The maister is in an awfu’ swither. 
Gie yersel’ a lick an’ a scrape. The rest can wait.” 

Whatever method Red Rory adopted, he was able to 
appear punctually in the presence of Madame Fraser 
and the company with his visible parts a shinin g rich 
walnut brown and dressed in his best blue home-spun of 
grey-blue cloth of his mother’s own weaving. 

“ Why, how splendid you look’,’ cried Miss Ghiistine, 
“ in your fine blue suit. It is quite splendid.” 
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“ Is it ? My mother made it,” said Red Rory, quite 
pleased. 

“Your mother?” cried Madame. 

“ All of it. ‘ From back to back ’ as we say.” 

“ And what does that signify ? ” 

“ From the sheep’s back to mine,” laughed Red 
Rory. 

“ Tell me ! What do you mean ? ” asked Madame, 
amazed. 

“ It means, dear Madame Fraser,” said Christine, 
“ that this boy’s clever little mother took the wool in the 
fleece, washed it, carded it, spun it, dyed it, wove it 
into doth with a mixture of hnen spun from the flax 
grown in their own field and fashioned it from the 
pattern of one of the Seignemr Fraser’s old suits with due 
allowance for difference in size, and produced what you 
behold.” 

“ Mon Dieu ! ” cried Madame Fraser. “ Gome here, 
Roree, and let me see ! ” She turned him about, ex- 
amining the material and fashioning of his blue suit. 
“ Mais ! C’est magnifique ! My dear Roree, do you 
thank le bon Dieu for your wonderful mother often ? ” 
said Madame earnestly. 

“ Every day, Madame. There is no one like my 
mother,” said Rory, a soft glow in his eyes. 

“ And that is the truth,” saiid Josette, her dark eyes 
shining. 

“ Dinner, naadame ! ” announced the little maid, 
Annette. 

“ Gome, if you please, we are somewhat hurried,” said 
Simon. 

“ What is it, Simon ? You are distmrbed ? ” 

“ The whole town is in a ferment. I don’t want any 
of you to go on the streets this afternoon.” 

husband’s face was to Madame Fraser an open 
bodk.^ therefore waited his next word without 
qiu;sai(mh^. 

“ * Le <Ganadlen ’ is on the rampage again,” he said. 
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' Riot and revolution/ Airdrie says/" said Red Rory 
with a light laugh. 

At this point Hector entered the room and took his 
place at the table. 

Riot and revolution ? "" he cried in a voice of 
suppressed excitement. “ Airdrie is usually an ass, 
but this time he may, like Baalam’s, be speaking God"s 
truth."" 

*^Do not be irreverent,"" said Simon sternly. 

I did not mean to be irreverent, sir. I am simply 
stating what I believe to be God"s truth. And that is, 
that riot and revolution may not be so far away."" 

Red Rory laughed aloud. “ I have heard better 
jokes,"" he said. 

If you had seen what I have just seen you might not 
see the joke,"" said Hector angrily. 

“ And what is that, Hector ? "" asked his mother. 

I have just seen a file of soldiers march down to the 
office of ‘ Le Ganadien " and carry off to prison M. 
Bedard and his printer. Also I got, firom the officer, the 
information that there is a wholesale arrest of members 
of the House of Assembly, among them men like M. 
Taschereau and M, Blanchet. The people are wild. At 
any moment they may attack the Chateau St. Louis 
itseffi"" 

Again Red Rory laughed aloud. 

“ May I ask what you are laughing at ? "" said Hector. 

At the supreme folly of what you are saying,’" said 
Red Rory, in a quiet, cool voice. 

Folly ? And why ? Remember the Bastille."" 

“ You forget one man ? "" 

Sir James is a bigoted fool ! 

“ I wasn’t thinking of Sir James."" 

Not Sir James ? "" 

“ No, Isaac Brock."" 

My God, lad, you have it,"" said Simon Fraser. I 
had forgotten him myself for a moment. I was thinking 
of the members of the Council, of yon Secretary buddie, 

G 
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yes, and of the Governor, poor fellow— he is very ill 
indeed. But Brock ? Ah ! ” He laughed a little laugh 
of relief. “ Ay, lad, there will be no revolution and no 
riot either, at least that will last over one night. No ! 
Hector, not a word more at this table ! Brock ! My 
mind is at rest. Shall we have the next course, my 
dear ? ” 

There was no further talk of riot and revolution. 
Hector sat silent, wrathful, but with an excited look in 
his eye. He excused himself before dessert and left the 
room. Rory followed him with an apology to Madame 
Fraser and the party. 

“ Wait, Hector,” he said, as the young man was passing 
out of the haU. “ I really was not making fun of you. 
Hector,” he continued. “ But when I thunk of Brock 
and a company of his regulars— just one company — 
revolution really seemed a joke.” 

“ A joke ? Yes, to-day and in Quebec. But remember 
there are three hundred thousand French in this country.” 

“Yes, men, women and children. Don’t be siUy.” 

“ Not to speak of eight million revolutionists not far 
away, every one hostile to the tyranny of a Government 
like ours.” 

“ Hector, don’t be silly. You don’t know Brock. 
With one single company he can hold this city in the 
hollow of his hand.” 

“ You don’t know everything that has been going on, 
my boy, these last six weeks,” said Hector. 

“What?” 

I would like to tell you, but ” Hector closed his 

They passed through the store into the street. A 
raging, yelling mob, foaming its fury, was milling in the 
locse melting snow. Here and there upon a high-piled 
drift an orator with arms tossing was declaiming to the 
cheering mob. 

" Better put up these shutters. Hector,” said Red Rory, 
settle^ about ^e work. A man came running past 
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yelling like a madman. “ Alphonse I ” cried Red Rory, 
“ Alphonse Rondeau 1 Ici ! ” 

The man paused, glanced wildly about, caught sight 
of Red Rory and came to him panting heavily. 

“ Bonjomr, Alphonse,” said Red Rory, taking his hand 
and beginning to squeeze. 

“ Bonjour, Roree,” he yelled in an excited voice. 
“ Oh — ^a-a-a-h ! Arretez, mon capitainc, il fait peine ! ” 

“ Yes ! Listen to me or I shall bring blood.” 

“ But yes, I am. Sac-r-r-rd nom, M. Roree ! Assez 
bien ! ” 

“ Stand still and listen then. Why are you not at 
work ? ” 

“ Les soldats ! Ces sacres soldats ! Ouch ! Mon 
Dieu, Roree ! ” 

“ listen and speak quietly — stop dancing ! ” said Red 
Rory. “ Where are the others ? ” 

The man flung out his arm wildly in the general 
direction of the city. “ Voila ! Toutes les places ! ” 

“ Come with me ! ” said Red Rory. “ Good-bye, 
Hector. This is neither revolution nor riot. A lot of 
silly children. You watch me. You have a horse in 
your stable behind here. I am going to get him.” 

Hector nodded. 

At a quick walk, followed by Alphonse, he made his 
way to Simon Fraser’s stables near. In a few minutes 
he appeared riding into the crowd. 

“ Malbaie ! ” he cried, waving his cap above his head. 
“Malbaie a moi.” 

By twos and by threes men came running to him fr<^ 
all sides. . 

“ A grand supper and dance to-night, at half-past five. 
Tickets at the fortifications within the next half-hour. 
Don’t be late. Hello, Theophile ! Where are your 
men of Bale St. Paul ? Do they not love a supper and 
dance ? ” 

“ Hola ! ” yelled Theophile. “ Baie St. Paul, suivez- 
moi ! ” 
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Gradually a considerable band of men from Malbaic 
and Baie St. Paul fell in behind Red Rory. 

“ Strike up, ‘ Narcisse,’ old Malbrouck ! ” His men, 
delighted to welcome Rory back after his six weeks’ 
absence, fell in behind the procession as it pushed its way 
through the excitable mob. 

“ Hi there ! Alain ! ” cried Red Rory, catching sight 
of the boy in the middle of a group of excited students to 
whom young Papineau was holtog forth with much 
passionate gesticulating. 

“ Good boy, Papineau ! ” cried Rory, halting his horse 
beside the handsome young orator. 

“ Ah, it is you,” cried young Papineau. “ You are 
with us for justice, freedom, eh ? ” 

“ Most certainly ! ” said Red Rory with a laugh. 
“ And you will be with us to-night at supper in our big 
warehouse, eh ? Good eating with a bottle of wine to 
wash it down, some chansons and some oratory. You 
tmderstand ? ” 

“ What ? Ah, certainly. When ? ” cried Papineau. 

“ Half-past five. Alain, you will bring M. Papineau 
and any of your friends. They are all my fiiends too, you 
know,” said Red Rory with a knowing shrug of his 
shoxdders. 

You may expect a dozen of us or more, M. Roree,” 
said Papineau, delighted. 

“ The more the better,” said Red Rory. “ En avant ! 
AHons ! ” Striking up another of the rollic king chansons 
he rode off, waving Ms men to follow. From street to 
street of the Lower Town the procession marched along, 
sweeping up with it every man from MalbMe and Baie St. 
Paul who under the excitement of the mob had deter- 
mined to make a half-hoEday of it. Such was Red Rory’s 
popul^ty with his men. 

So infectious was the rhythmic swing of the marcMng 
Mmg and so e^erly curious were they as to the proposed 
sqjper, that when Red Rory halted at the fortffications 
an alist^ conaplete roster answered Alain’s roll-call. 
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“ Glad to see you all again,” said Red Rory, waving 
his hand to them. “ We will meet at supper. Ha, 
Andre ! ” He shook hands warmly with his captain. 

“ Mon Dieu ! Roree ! I was in despair. Some 
strange madness seized them. They would not come 
to work. The Devil himself is working in them.” 

“ AH right, Andre. Big supper and dance in our 
barracks to-night. Send down some men to prepare. 
Alain will help you. Get what you want from Cousin 
Simon, Alain. Let us have a good supper. Good-bye ! 
Cheer up, Andr^ ! ” 

“ I want to speak to you, Roree — ^Roiy, I mean ? ” 
said Alain in a low voice. 

“ Not now, Alain. To-night perhaps. Get in a good 
supper, all the fiddles and tambomines and kettledrums 
you can get.” 

“ All right, Rory, I will do my best.” The boy’s face 
was red with suppressed emotion. 

“ All right, old chap. Glad to see you again.” 

The boy sprang to his side, seized his hsmd and kissed 
it. “You know,” he began in a choking voice. 

“ Get on with the job, old chap. You are all right,” 
said Red Rory, patting him on the shoulder. “ I must 
be off now to a meeting. I’ll be back in an hour or so.” 

In this, however. Red Rory reckoned without his chief. 
The discussion in regard to the road building operations 
in the Richelieu Valley was short, sharp and to the point. 
Both General Brock and Colonel Kempt were men of few 
words. In almost a single sentence Colonel Kempt 
stated his scheme of road building for the Richelieu 
Valley, from Chambley to the border and extending 
across the Montreal and Chateauguay rivers to the St. 
Lawrence. 

Red Rory studied the plan long and carefully. His 
face showed perplexity and doubt. 

“ Well, spit it out,” said Kempt, readiig his face. 

“ I am no military expert,” said^ Rory. 

“ What do you see, Frasor ? ” said the General. 
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“ Only this. If the main attack will be against 
Montrezi and up the RicheUeu, all those cross-roads zire 
built so as to help the invader. The angles from Platts- 
burg — they are laying out a camp there now ” 

“ Where is Plattsburg ? ” asked Kempt. 

“ Here,” said Red Rory, putting his finger on the west 
shore of Lake Champlain some twenty-five miles from the 
border. 

“ The angles from Plattsburg are all obtuse angles, the 
easiest fi>r the invader to use and the hzirdest for us. Why 
have the cross-roads to Montreal at all ? And why make 
the angles easy for the enemy ? ” 

“ Qjfite right, Fraser. The only answer is that I be- 
lieve die main attack will be down the St. Lawrence, and 
the junction from Plattsburg will be further west on Lake 
St. Francis. In which case if we are driven from the 
Richelieu forts. La CoUe, St. John, St. Louis, Chambley, 
our forces could converge upon Montreal for its 
defence.” 

I see,” said Red Rory quickly. “ Then how about 
a scries of cross trails, not roads, trails from the Richelieu 
to these cross-roads with ambushed camps to flank an 
attacking force ? ” 

The General glanced at Kempt. 

" By Jove, Kempt, if the main attack is to be down the 
St. Lawrence the boy is right.” 

Kempt studied the map for a few minutes. 

“ He^ r%ht, by Jove. Gross trails let it be with the 
obtuki Ihgles oiu: way, eh ? You say they are buil^ii^ 
a camp at Plattsburg ? ” 

“ They are laying out something that looks like a camp 
and bmlding a road leading northward. I could find 
that out.” 


I suggest, Kempt, a further exploration and, if he is 
li^t in Ibis, a slight modification in our plans. Mean- 
time full steam ahead with supplies,” said the G^eral. 
“ When cSan you start ? ” ' 

** In two days, or three if I can transfer my own 
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men from the fortifications. They could be finished by 
local men now, sir, I think.” 

“ I doubt it,” said Kempt. “ The Quebec populace 
do not appear to me, especially this morning, to be very 
dependable for anything constructive.” 

“ Things look rather ominous, I must confess,” said the 
General in a gmve voice. “ We shall know better in a 
few hours. Meantime it is the hour for Conference, 
Kempt. Better come with us, Fraser. Your report may 
be valuable. Sir James is quite indisposed this morning 
and the state of the city is not conducive to a quiet mind.” 

Talking as they went, they made their way to the 
Council Chamber, while Red Rory hurried down town to 
see that complete preparations had been made for the 
Grand Supper. 


CHAPTER XV 

T he supper for the men of Malbaie and Baie St. Paul 
was a great and glorious success and did for his 
men just what Red Rory had hoped it would. 

Alain had taken full advantage of Red Rory’s carte 
blanche in the way of supplies and had given full scope 
to his imagination in providing the food. Such eating, 
such drinlong the men of Malbaie had never known. 
And to add to the hilarity of the occasion, just as the 
supper had got into full swing, who should appear, foot- 
sore, weary, burned black, triumphant, but Polydore 
Hammel. They gave him a vociferous welcome. They 
carried him to the place of honour at Rory’s right hand. 

The climax of hilarious joy was reached when Polydore, 
somewhat elevated by his mingled libations, rose to his 
feet and began to extol in bibtdous oratory the wisdom, 
the comrage, the greatness of their leader, Roree Rouge. 

“ He is a great man ; the greatest man in Qjiebec ; 
the greatest man in Canada. There is no one like Roree 
Rouge. And best of all he is one of us. He is a man 
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Malb^e. He is habitant, of our blood. But he is no 
little habitant. He is a big man. He talks with big 
men. They come to ask Hs advice. Ah, mon Dieu, 
Roree Rouge, he is friends with the Governor ! He is 
friends with the General, and he is friends with me 
too ! ” 

The wild cheering of the men, the roll of the kettle- 
drums, the banging on the tables, made such a commotion 
that the door of the warehouse was cautiously opened and 
a soldier stepped in from the night outside. He was 
received with derisive and welcoming cheers. 

Gome in, Corporal,” cried Red Rory. “ Give hitn 
a drink, Andrd.” 

A dozen cups were offered to the Corporal from which, 
to the limit of his capacity, he drank. And then, assured 
that all was well, that no disloyal politics were being 
discussed or that evil plans against the Government 
devised, the soldier disappeared to his duty. 

Before bringing the festivities to an end, Rory made 
announcement of the new programme of work in the 
Richelieu and called for volunteers. Immediately every 
man was on his feet, clamorous for enrolment. 

“ I will give you t^ee days to go home. Bring your 
horses and sleighs if they are irf good .condition. On the 
fourth day we shall set out for the Richelieu. Andr6 
McNab and Theophile Gagnon will still be your captains. 
From them you will take your orders. But, remember, 
on the fourtii day we go.” 

The men shouted at him thor promises. 

“ Now, Alain,” said Rory, “ you will come with me.” 

The boy sprang to his side. Together they walked to 
Rory’s hotel, almost in silence. Once in Red Rory’s 
room, Alain broke forth. 

“ E-ory> I have been wanting to speak to you, to 
tell you it is a great thing.” The boy was labouring 
under immense excitement. ’ 

** Yes ? ” said Rory quietly. 

"A great tlung for our country ” 


Ahun was 
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making a desperate effort to speak calmly, as one man 
should speak to another about great things. 

“ Yes ? ” said Rory. 

“ This Government is impossible ; it is tyrannous ; it 
is repressive. What opportunity is there for a French 

Canadian in this Government ? Behold, see The 

boy broke into the French language, which lent itself 
more easily to the fluidity of his thought. 

“ Oh, speak English, Alain,” said Rory impatiently. 
“You are not habitant.” 

“ A habitant,” cried Alain. “ Yes, a habitant, just 
like you ! With a habitant heart, and a habitant indig- 
nation against this foreign government ! ” 

“ Come, Alain, don’t talk nonsense,” said Rory. “ If 
that is all you have to say, I am busy.” 

“ No, no, Rory, I must tell you. You have been away 
froni the city. A great many things have taken place 

” and the boy entered into a heated tirade against the 

Government, against the Council, against the “ Scotch 
traders.” 

“ Scotch traders ? ” said Rory. “ What about Simon 
Fraser, anything wrong with Mm ? ” 

“ Simon Fraser ? Oh, no. He is a good man, but he 
is with the Government. But look at Ae others ! Look 
at those unspeakable magistrates, those ignorant judges, 
their injustice. Why, they encourage litigation so that 
they may levy their scandalous charges. Oh, sacre 
tonnerre! It is to weep ! It is to go mad ! ” 

“But come, Alain, speak English.” 

“ No, no, my heart is too hot for English. Surely you 
feel your heart boil with indignation,” cried the lad. 

“ My heart,” said Rory with a little smile. “ No, my 
heart beats very stea<hly, Alain. Now, boy, listen to me. 
You are sixteen.” 

“ Seventeen,” said Alain, “ coming eighteen.” 

“ Ah, I thought you had been sixteen. You are seven- 
teen then, and you have been devoting yourself^ I can s^, 
to the study of rhetoric. Your ideal is that young Papi- 
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neau, a clever enough young man, but still a boy. And 

young Dussault and others 

“ But it is not Papineau,” Alain cried, in an outburst 
of passion. “ It is not Dussault. It is no one, it is my 
country and my country’s wrongs.” 

“ Tut, tut ! ” said Rory with a slow smile. “ Your 
country’s wrongs? Now, teU me about Hector.” 

And the boy answered, “ Hector — I don’t know ” 

“ Gome, Alain, speak English.” 

“ No, I cannot imderstand Hector. He is Eng lish^ 
no, Scotch I mean, and yet he is French. He is true 
Canadian. He hates this Govermnent and he loves the 
Americans. This Jason is a great friend of his. And 
Hector is sure that the Americans are good friends of 
Canada and will help Canada to win its freedom. But 
that Jason, I do not understand him. He is a strange 
man. Oh, I am terribly mixed up.” The boy tum^ 
his distracted eyes full of misery upon his friend. 

“ Now, Alain, listen to me. I am not much older 
than you, but I have seen a good deal more of the world. 
I have studied these questions with some care. As for the 
Americans, you do not imagine that they are anxious to 
help Canada. You are not such a fool as that.” 

“ But Jason says France will help too.” 

Rory laughed scornfully. “ France ! You trust 
France ! ” 

“ But I do not know what to think or do, Rory,” Alain 
said. “And now I must go.” 

“ And where are you going now ? ” 

“ Oh, there is a meeting.” 

“ And where is this meeting ? ” 

The boy hesitated for a few moments. “ Well, I can 
trust you,” he said. “ You will hurt nobody. It is in 
the little stone warehouse.” 

“ What ! In Simon Fraser’s warehouse ? ” 

“Yes, Hector will be there.” 

“ All right,” said Rory. “ Good-bye, Alain, remember 
tiiat the only hope for Canada lies with- Britain. And 
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Brock will not allow any nonsense. What he says goes.” 

By midnight Red Rory was too fagged to continue hh 
work any longer. As he began to prepare for bed his 
mind went to Alain. 

“ I wonder just what fool business that boy is dabbling 
in. That young Papineau is clever enough to keep out 
of trouble. But Alain. If he had his sister’s level head 
he would be safe enough. And Hector? That was 
something different. Hector had brains and would 
command very considerable influence. He evidently 
a personal grievance against the Government and 
had besides a deep-seated hostility against Brit^ and a 
warm fiiendliness for the Americans. What did Josette 
mean about Madeleine? Hector and Madeleine?” 
He smiled at himself in his mirror. “ Poor Hector. His 
chance with Madeleine is slight enough. And Jason ? 
There’s a lad that wants watching. He has unlimited 
ambition, that man. And he has no love for England, 
evidently. He is too clever for Hector. I should like 
to know just what is in his mind.” 


CHAPTER XVI 

T he Richelieu roads and cross trails were fiiphcd. 

The winter snows had all run down in rivulets 
into the Richelieu on the east and to the Jleuve on the 
north. The spring sowing had ripened mto. July harvest. 
The great hay meadows along the low-lying reaches made 
the mighty rolling Fleuve look like a ribbon of deep blue 
rippling over a cloth of gold. 

Francis Gore and his lovely and gay lady were paying 
a wt to Quebec, and the old grey city perched upon 
her craggy rock was gay with colour and vocal with the 
joyous strains of dance and song. 

The habitants were jubilant. They had won a notable 
victory. Their beloved members of the House o£ A^ 
sembly, Taschereau, Blanchet, of their own dty, and 
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Laforce Gorbeil and the old hero, Pierre Papineau, had 
been released from prison and restored to tieir homes. 
But not Bedard. 

“You are allowed to go free, M. BMard,” said the 
Governor of the jail. 

“ Let them come and set me free by process of law ” 
replied the stubborn fighter. ’ 

“ But the door is open. You are free to go ! ” 

“ I am no criminal. I have never been a criminal. I 
demand trial. Let them prove me a law-breaker or let 
me prove myself an innocent man.” So back to prison 
he went and there remained for five months longer, 
yaidy demanding his rights under that sign of British 
justice, the Habeas Corpus. 

But meantime Brock, wise young diplomat, was Tnaking 
the best out of the visit of Francis Gore and his lady, and 
of the presence in the harbour of two British firigates 
with their officers, to heal the sore spots in the hearts of 
the noblesse of Quebec and win them to unity and en- 
thusiasm for the defence of the old fortress which he well 
knew represented the final stronghold of British rule in 
the northern half of America. 

A great dinner was platmed and a grand ball for all 
&e elite of the proud old Quebec farces and for the 
important if more common folk of the trading, manu- 
facturing and professional classes, with a proper and 
salutary admixture of the dignitaries of the Church. 

"Hie noble ball-room of the Chateau, but lately restored 
to its wcient grandeur, was crowded with lovely women 
in Parisian and London gowns and as lovely women in 
rile sweet and unpretentious simplicities of the dress- 
makers and coiflTeuses of the old city. The Seigneurs 
^len^d in their grandeur of the ancien regime, their sons 
in suits la mode, the product of British outfitters, and 
with these officers from ,the garrison and haughty, cool, 
contemptuously, but not offensively superior, the naval 
officeas from H.M. firigates swinging on their anchors in 
the Pleuve below. At every door on guard in the cor- 
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ridors at strategic points, for Brock was taking no chances 
and the milita^ patrol had been removed oSy that day, 
splendid in their half-savage finery, stood a picked body of 
the coureurs de bois. These by Brock’s orders, and under 
command of Red Rory of Malbaie, stood ever within 
signal distance of the General’s hand and eye. 

The dance was drawing to its close. The supper had 
been prolonged to an unusual len^. The wines had 
been of rare vintage and without stint. Gaiety, hilarity 
to the limit, and beyond the limit in the case of many of 
the younger city set, had marked the great occasion. 
The hour had come for the last great cotillion. 

Wiih gloomy face and sombre eyes Red Rory stood at 
his place at the door leading by a corridor from the great 
banquet hall to the dancing-salon. In all this gay 
splendour he had no part. He was not of their class. 
Some of them were his friends. But to none had he 
given any sign of recognition. They had passed within 
a few feet of him in the Grand March and as they whirled 
past in valse and mazurka, but he had kept his fiice 
turned from them. His cousin, Simon Fraser, with his 
lady on his arm, the most distinguished of all tibe grandes 
dames that thronged the room, had touched his shoulder, 
but he had turned his back upon them. Miss Christine 
and her brother, Tom, lately home from abroad and 
splendid in his uniform of the Newfoundland regiment 
into which he had recently exchanged, had paused beside 
him admiring the gay, wild barbarity of his forest costume, 
but he had kept hK face towards the corridor beyond the 
exit, Josette, on the arm of Max with a happy quiet 
look on her free, had touched his arm and made him give 
her recognition. 

“ Look, Max ! ” she had whispered, “ See my dear 
Cousin Rory ! How splendid he is I ” 

" Why, RcBy, is it you ? And why have we never seen 
you? ” 

“ On duty. Max, pass along,” he had replied, “ don’t 
block the entrance, pl^se.” 
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His voice, coldly formal, haughty indeed, had shocked 
his cousin. 

Come, Max,^’ she whispered, he does not want us 
just now.’^ 

“ Well, I"m damned,’’ said Max as Josette dragged ium 
away. 

He had another bad moment when there suddenly 
emerged from the supper-room a group of rollicking 
almost riotous youth in the centre of which, gaily 
laughing and chattering, on the arm of Hector Fraser, 
came Madeleine Van Rancken, a vision of brilliant 
entrancing loveliness. Her face was turned over her 
shoulder as she tossed to two or three young naval 
officers snatches of gay repartee. But Hector’s eyes fell 
upon and held Red Rory’s face. He had just enough 
liquor in him to be reckless. With a shout he stepped 
forward. 

« Why, it is my beloved cousin,” he cried. Hello, 
where the devil 

‘'^What?^ Who is it?” cried Madeleine, turning 
swiftly. **'Your cousin?” 

Surely ! Old Rory, my beloved cousin. He van- 
ished into that corridor. Oh, hold on, I say 

But Madeleine was gone running swiftly down the 
corridor, past a line of coureurs de bois stanchng at inter- 
vals on guard, scanning each face as she ran to the very 
end and peered through the door which opened upon a 
hall. Then disappointed she came back to meet Hector 
anxiously searching for her. 

** And now where in the world have you been ? ” he 
asked. 

Where has he gone ? Are you sure you saw him ? 
Are you sure ? ” She was quite breathless. You must 
be mistaken. He would not have run away like that.” 
Her lips were trembling. 

** It was my precious cousin. I have not seen him for 
months. He keeps out of my way. Indeed he is acting 
rather strangely.” 
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“ But my letters ? You are sure you delivered them 
to him ? ” 

“ They were put in his box with his mail. Have you 
not heard from him ? Of course he has been away from 
civilization for the last four months. He is a queer chap 
though. He suddenly turned his back upon me and 
avoided me.” 

“ Then you must have giyen him cause. But let us 
not talk of him.” 

The final grand cotillion was forming upon the floor 
preparatory to the break-up of the ball, when far away 
at the lower end of the salon there seemed to arise a 
sudden confusion. People began crowding together in 
excited groups. Then shrill through the opening strains 
of the band in a woman’s voice, shrill with terror, came 
that most awful of all cries. 

“ Le feu ! Fire ! ” 

Instantly there was a mad rush towards the door 
fiirthest from the banqueting-hall. The air was rent 
with cries and shrieks of women, and sho^itings and 
cursings of men. At the door next the dra'i^g-room a 
thin wisp of grey blue showed itself^ cmling in at the 
door. The oi^y exit was a door at the other end of the 
salon opening into the corridor. This door became at 
once jammed with a inad crowd of struggling men and 
women seddng escape from the most dreadful of all 
deaths. 

Through the uproar came the stentorian voice of the 
General. 

“ Officers I This way ! ” But the crowd of excited 
civilians prevented obeffience. 

Then high, clear, like the thin call of a bugle pene- 
tratii^ the confused roaring, came the long-drawn rally- 
ing cry of the voyageur. Immediately along the corridor 
came the sound of quick-running feet. Two or three 
tall men in buckskins dashed in duough the door upon 
the milling crowd. 

“ Malbaie ! A moi ! ” came the voice of Red Rcny. 
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Behind the three forming a wedge other coureurs de 
bois came crowding in through the door. 

“ Get back, you men,” ordered Rory to those nfivf 
him. “ You won’t ? Then take that ! ” Two men 
dropped and were trampled under the feet of the crowd. 

“ Allons, mes enfants ! ” he cried. Straight into the 
crowd charged six tall coureurs de bois, their arms work- 
ing like flails. Two seconds and twelve men were knnrVfd 
back upon the crowd, making a small semicircle about 
the door. Other Malbaie men came crowding in. 

“ Pass these women through,” ordered Red Rory. 
“We will hold this crowd.” Swiftly from hand to 
hand the women were passed through the door into the 
corridor. 

“ Hoorooh ! Howly mother o’ Moses ! Is it yourself, 
Rory ? Gome on then, lads.” It was Fitz-Gibbon with 
a line of officers behind making a flank drive through the 
crowd to Rory’s aid. A few moments’ sharp fighting 
and the semicircle about the door was enlarged, a line 
of men began passing out women swiftly into the corridor. 
Immediately, as every man saw what was taking place, 
he joined the line of guards. Gradually the milling 
ceased, the cries of women died down, order was restored. 
Soon there came the cry from the far door. “ A-a-li 
o-o-v-e-r ! The fire is out ! ” 

At once men hurriedly pulled themselves together, 
b^an to laugh loudly and assure the ladies of their safety. 

“ Finish ffie dance, me bhoys,” cried Fitz-Gibbon. 
“ Let’s do the thing right ! ” 

Loud cheers greeted the proposal. Once more the 
cotillion was formed, partners were recovered, the band 
crashed forth its music, the dance was on. 

“ How did you get me, Rory ? ” said Madeleine, cling- 
ing hard to his arm as they stood near the door. 

“ You were the first I saw,” he said, his hand gripping 
has hard. 

“ And Hector, where is he ? ” she asked. She was 
still fremUing with excitement. 
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“ The last I saw of him he was across the room fighting 
like a madman to get to you,” said Red Rory, looHng at 
her strangely. 

“ Poor Hector. He is a strange boy. He is very fond 
of me. I wonder where he is. Don’t look that way, 
Rory. He is a very good fkiend of mine. He will be 
anxious.” 

“ Do you want me to find Hector for you ? ” asked 
Rory gently. 

“ Oh, yes ! If you don’t mind. Bring him to us.” 
He looked at her strangely, his eyes cold, his face growing 
stem. 

“ I win find him for you,” he said. As he was about 
to leave her he saw the General pushing through the 
crowd of dancers towards them. 

“ My God ! Fraser, you are a man ! ” he said, holding 
out both his hands to Rory. 

Rory made no reply. 

“ Yes ! ” replied Madeleine softly, her eyes shining 
like two blue stars. “ He is a man, and,” she added 
proudly, “ he is my friend.” 

“ I shall not forget this, boy,” said the General in a 
husky voice as he went back to his place at the Governor’s 
side. “ Come to me to-morrow morning.” 

“AH right, sir,” said Rory, setting out to fihd 
Hector. 

The cotillion ended. The guests once more trooped 
into the banqueting-hall, where they stood to re-establish 
their shattered nerves and regain their pose. An over- 
turned lantern had set fire to a mass of oiled rags in the 
kitchen, causing a mass of black smoke to filter up into 
the dance salon. One by one the ladies who had escaped 
by the corridor through the assistance of Red Rory and 
his band of coureurs de bois were found and brought 
back to the supper-table. 

Rory found Hector searching the waiting-rooms lead- 
ing off the corridor, battered and bruised and rushh^ 
ateut like one distracted. 
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Madeleine ? Have you seen Madeleine ? ” he cried, 
clutching Red Rory. 

Without a word Red Rory took him by the arm to the 
door of the salon. “ There she is/^ he said, and turned 
away, his face set, his blue eyes fixed in a dull stare. He 
had not seen Madeleine for thirteen weeks. He had had 
no word or sign firom her during that time. He had just 
saved her from possible death. And she had asked for 
Hector. The whole thing was a mistake. A sudden 
and wild fancy for a habitant youth with whom she had 
been romantically associated she had mistaken for a 
deep passion. Hector had his own fascination. Besides, 
he had wealth, position and future. Madeleine had 
taken a rather cruel but effective way of letting him know 
the truth. “ He is my friend,” she had said. Well, he 
^would be her friend if opportunity offered. That was 
all. It had been a wonderful dream, too wonderful for 
the cold reality of life. 

Meantime Madeleine was striving to get Hector into 
a condition of self-controlled sanity. 

Where did he go ? And what did he say ? Where 
is he now ? I must find him. I tell you, I must find 
him I ” 

She ran to the door, but Rory had vanished. She 
returned to Hector. 

Oh, you must find him,” she said, wringing her 
hands. 

Why all the fuss ? ” said Hector sullenly. 

“ Fuss ? He has just saved my life. Besides he — I 

Oh, I must find him. I am going away home almost at 
once.” 

I will bring him to you after we go home,” said 
Hector. 

But, after a very honest and thorough search, Hector 
returned to announce his failure. All next day she 
waited, postponing her departure for home in hope of 
Rory^s return, but in vain. What could be the meaning 
of Im strange behaviour ? And his silence ? A dozen 



THE ROCK AND THE RIVER 179 

letters she had written him. Fighting back her tears 
she bade farewell to her friends, the Frasers, and carried 
with hereto her home in ^bany an ache in her heart the 
more poignant because its cause remained inexplicable. 


CHAPTER XVII 

N ext moming, when Red Rory appeared at the 
General’s office he found the Governor with his 
heads of departments in conference with the General. 
News of ominous import from the South had arrived. 
The menace of war was more imminent than ever before. 
The news from Home more disturbing. There was no 
hope of aid from the mother country for the colony. 

“ We are abandoned to our own resources apparently,” 
said the Governor, who was in his gloomiest mood. 

“ It seenm to me, your Excellency, that we must do 
something in the way of enrolling our militia in this 
province as we have in Upper Canada.” 

The Governor shook his head impatiently. 

“ Permit me, your Excellency. The Seigneur Guthbert 
is eager to enrol a company.” 

“Ah, if all the Seigneurs were like Guthbert.” 

“ Then there are others. ■ Colonel Fraser of Malbaie 
is eager to do the same thing.” 

“ The old Colonel is sound enough,” said the Governor. 
“ Besides these there are others. Major de Salaberry 
is certain he cotild enlist a battalion of Kght infantry, 
Voltigeurs he calls them, that would make an effective 
force for service in the broken coimtry along the Riche- 
lieu — ^woodsmen, coureurs de bois, voyageurs, lumber- 
men and the Hke. Men of all nationalities. These men 
under leaders familiar with the country would be of 
great service in repelling invasion from the Champlain 
district. Here is my friend, Fraser, who showed himself 
a man of such courage and promptitude last night. 
Under him these men would be invaluaWe.” 
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Governor nodded. “Yes. Yes. This man is 
me nght sort. But he has had no military training. 
We can t trust greenhorns with command.” 

He Imows the woods and rivers and 


«c nothing of military drill, do you, Fraser ? ” 

« T ^ said Red Rory promptly. 

Ee me have him under Sergeant Crimps for six 
weeJss ana he will know everything necessary. What 

you wan really h a man who can handle men in the 
bush. 

^ri shook his head doubtfully. “ Would 

you^e to be a soldier, Fraser? ” he asked, 
sm I would hate it.” 

„ There you are, General.” 

u iTr^ur’ you take a hundred men through the 

biKh to lattsburg without letting the world know about 

“Ofcoi^e Why not?” 

« A • Remember Arnold/’ said the Governor. 

^ ^ clumsy bimgler. He deserved all he 

Rory in a voice full of contempt, 
e ^2.s a brave man and commanded brave men/’ 
Governor diarply. 

itm t know his route. He couldn’t feed his 
t, + • ^oop them warm. Brave man all 

^ Woods a fool. With a hundred men — 
wth hity men, I could have kiUed the lot of them.” Red 
Ro^s voice ITO fuu „£ 3^^^. 

iT^ r ^P^^^ed the Governor. “ You don’t thin k 
much of soldiers.” 

kno'^^t’^ bush, sir, handled by men who don’t 
We have got a long way past Braddock,” said the 


Governor 
“ Not with 


parade-ground soldiers,” said Red Rory, 
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scOT^his voice and eyes. 

for you. General. I suppose you could 
capture even the 49th ? ” The 49th was Brock’s own, 
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For some unaccountable reason Red Rory was 
thoroughly angry. “ Yes, the 49th. Take them ten 
miles up the St. Charles through me bush. I will agree 
to ambush them half a dozen times before they reach the 
mouth.” 

“ By gad, I should like you to try,” said the General. 
“ Fraser, would you like to take service under me ? ” 
he asked, turning his luminous blue eyes upon Red 
Rory. 

The heat faded from Red Rory’s angry eyes, a rush of 
emotion choked his throat. Silently he looked into those 
eyes, then said slowly : 

“Yes, sir, I should.” 

“ I want a battalion of coureurs de bois, river men and 
that sort, to help defend this country of ours from those 
who woxdd take it from us. Will you help me get them ? ” 
There was a deep note of passion in the General’s voice, 
a burning light of enthusiasm in his eye. 

“Believe me, I wiU, sir,” said Red Rory, his own 
voice tbrilliriff with emotion. 

“ And, your Excellency, I wish now to offer, by yoiu 
authority, a captaincy in that battalion to Mr. Fraser, 
when he qualifies.” 

“All right. When he qualifies. Meantime what about 
ambushing your 49th, General ? ” asked the Governor 
with a sniule. 

“ I wiU give him a chance, sir, and gladly. If he wiA 
his Voltigeurs can outmatch or ambush my 49 ^ ^ 
give him and his company the best dinner they ever had 
in their lives.” 

In the private conversation which followed the General 
made dear just what was his purpose. 

“ Fra&er, you have the qualities of command necessary 
in a first-rate officer. The militia in this country is under 
a doud. It is discredited. I want you to sdect as mhny 
men as you can, and wherever you can, but let them be 
as like your own gang as possible. Then I want you to 
train them for bush fighting.” 
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“ I cannot undertake to make parade-ground soldiers, 
sir. I am not one and I can’t become one.” 

“Fr^er, give me your attention.’’ Tbe General’s 
voice was grave, almost stem. “ This parade-ground 
drill which you despise has been proved by long experi- 
ence to be v^uable and essential for the maHng of soldiers. 
Much of it will not be needed for your special worL 
But discipline, prompt and unquestioned obedience to 
orders, is essential, absolutely essential. You must master 
this for yourself and then give so much of it to your men 
as I gliall suggest for my purpose. This means hard 
work, unremitting work, for the time is short — very, very 
short. You understand ? ” 

“Yes, sir, I will do my best.” 

“ That is all I ask. I will put you in charge of Ser- 
geant-major Scrimes. He is a martinet but a sound 
officer. Without question you must take his orders, 
whatever they be.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“ I trust you, Fraser,” said the General. “ Man to 
man, I trust you.” 

It was the Brock touch. The touch that gave 
him his unique power over men, that enabled him 
to hammer into a magnificent fighting machine, not 
only his own incomparable 49th regiment, but his 
Upper Canada militia that took their place beside 
his regulars with credit to themselves in some of jhe 
stiffest fighting ever seen in the annals of the British 
army. 

“ I shall hate the whole business,” Red Rory confid^ 
to Simon Fraser that night, as he was recounting his 
interview with the General. “ But I am going through 
with it.” 

“ The General is after a very big t h ing, Rory,” said 
Simnw very earnestly, “ and it is not for you or me to 
understand. Gome away ufstaiis. They are asking why 
you are not sedng them.” 

“ Not to-night, Gou^ Simon.” 
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And why not ? What have I been doing to yon, 
Rory ? ” 

Nothing, but No, I cannot go — ^not to-night. 

Do not ask why. Some time I may tell you.^* Red 
Rory’s face was the picture of misery. 

Very well, lad. One thing you will be remembering, 
that whatever comes, or whoever comes, you have your 
place with me, lad.” 

Without a word Rory turned away. 

‘‘ There is something amiss with the lad,” Simon con- 
fided to his wife. 

Ah, well. Young men make their own trials some- 
times, and they must just carry them through.” 

What is in your mind ? ” asked Simon. 

“ Oh, who can say ? ” said Madame lightly. Rory 
is a clever young man. But there are certain — ^what 
shall I say? — ^attainments that are beyond his powers, 
beyond his station. After all, Rory is of the habitants, 
my dear.” 

He is far more than that. He will make for himself 
a place and a name, and I for one will gladly be helping 
him.” 

You have those nearer you to whom you might give 
help,” replied his wife with a touch of bitterness rare in 
her. 

‘‘ Now, what is this, my dear ? You have something 
in your heart.” 

“Yes, Simon. I will say it. You have your own 
flesh and blood. My heart is broken for Hector. He is 
unhappy. He is baffled at every turn. He was blocked 
by this Government, robbed of his place, and now what 
is there before him? Everywhere he turns it is the 
same. No, no, do not speak 

“But, my dear, you are terribly excited. What do 
you mean?” 

“ Look at him now. Have you no eyes ? ” Acrc^ 
the room Hector was leaning over Madeleine, his face 
pale, his eyes glowing with an intense fire. “ He is mad 
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for that girl. Why does she not respond ? She is fasci- 
nated with him, and what wonder ! There is no one lifep 
Hector ! Something, someone prevents — ah, I do not 
wish to invite to my home Rory during this visit of Made- 
leine’s. Do not interrupt, Simon, I beg you. Give our 
boy a chance. Do not distract this girl. Oh, I know 
well. She is interested in Rory, a kind of romantic 
infatuation with that boy, his Vitesse, his work — oh, he 
is a good enough boy, but who would compare him with 
Hector ? There you have my heart. Now, Simon, do 
not interfere with me. I have my plans. Hector ^all 
have his full opportunity this time.” She paused, read- 
ing her husband’s face. “ Ah, Simon, you are grieved 
with your wife and perhaps I am too. But I have only 
one boy.” 

“ My dear, my -dear, I live only for your happiness. 
Do what you But it will not come to pass, my 

dear. I have read the girl’s eyes and they are not for 
Hector.” 

“ Ah, I entreat only a chance for our boy. It will be 
new life for him, Simon.” 

“ New life ? Yes, that is what he wants,” muttered 
Simon to himself. “ God pity us aU. New life, and a 
new heart. So be it, my dear. I love that boy, but you 
are my very heart. Have it your way.” 

“ Ah, Simon, you are a very great man and a gentle- 
man,” said his wife, kissing him. 

At this moment Miss Chiistine Naime came running 
in, greatly excited. 

“ Oh, do you know, my dear Madame Fraser, the 
news ? The most glorious news ! My dear brother, 
Tom, who you know came back from England only a 
few wedcs ago, is to be in Malbaie this week. There is 
to be a fon^ installation in his Seigneury. Dear old 
Oolond Fraser is quite determined that it will be a great 
event. Of course I must be there, and Mother wishes 
me to bring as many of our friend with me as I can 
pexsuade to ocnne.” 
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Oh, my dear, but how wonderful ! How divine ! ” 
exclaimed Madame. 

“ And our grand water fete might take us all down to 
Malbaie instead of up the Fleuve in Jason^s wonderful 
clipper. My mother and Tom would be so very 
charmed.’’ 

But why not ? Jason ! Where is Jason ? Oh, there 
you are. Heloise ! The most glorious news. Mr. Tom 
Naime, Captain Tom Naime — I humble myself before 
him — ^has arrived at Malbaie and Christine invites us all 
down for a visit, instead of going on a cruise up the river. 
A visit to Malbaie ! Ah, what a joy always ! What do 
you say, Jason ? ” 

“ My ship goes down stream quite as well as up, and 
is at your service. What do you say, Heloise ? ” 

“ It is not for me to say,” replied the girl, her pale face 
flushing warmly. It is whatever Mamma says.” 

Then down the Fleuve it is. That is, if you arc 
quite sure your mother would be prepared for a party 
of twenty or so.” 

My dear, the Naime manor-house is ready at any 
time and for any number. You will be glad to see Mal- 
baie, Madeleine,” said Miss Christine. It is a very 
lovely place and so interesting. And old Colonel Fraser, 
the Seigneur, quite a grand old man — and besides, you 
know that is Red Rory’s home.” 

A quick, hot flush flamed in Madeleine’s face and faded 
as quickly, leaving it quite pale. 

Oh, yes, that would be splendid. And, who knows, 
we may catch a beluga. Do you remember, Christine, 
how they told us about the beluga — Alain and Josette 
and — ^Rory ? ” Again the quick flush came. 

It would indeed be delightfiil to visit your mother, 
Christine ; and my old friend the Seigneur Frasa:, a very 
gallant old gentleman ; and, yes, Madeleine, you might 
be fortunate enough to see the habitants catch the beluga. 
It is very exciting, I believe.” Madame had assumed her 
very grandest air. 
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A deeper flush touched the cheek of the young girl, 
but she remained silent. 

Ihe water fete had been arranged as part of the festivi- 
ties in connection with the visit of Lieutenant-Governor 
Gore and his lady. The old city of Quebec was fobbing 
with a new spirit of national fervour and pride. The 
imprisoned members of the House of Assembly had been 
released, all but M. Bedard, who refusing release con- 
tinued to demand trial. The Secretary Ryland had 
departed for England on a mission for the Governor. 
Relieved of the sinister influence of his presence and 
counsel. Sir James gave fuller scope to his native generosity 
of heart and strove to win the confidence of his political 
opponents. The soda! amenities of Government House, 
in which both French and English heartily joined, did 
much to heal the breach between the races which political 
ambition and jealousy had created and emphasized. 

The water fete, which had been eagerly promoted by 
both General Brock and the Governor, had been planned 
to take the form of a trip by bateaux up the river to 
Sillery, where a picnic and dance should follow and then 
a grand procession of boats down stream in the moonlight 
to the strains of the garrison band. 

The return of the young Seignexir Tom Naime, after 
years of absence in England and with his regiment on 
the Continent, had suggested to Miss Christine the more 
ambitious project of a sail to Malbaie with a formal visit 
to the contiguous Seigneuries of Madame Naime and 
Colonel Fraser. 

The superabundant energy of Miss Christine and her 
influence with both General Brock and the Governor 
availed to carry through the change in the programme. 
Jason’s swift clipper, the “ Newport Maid,” was offered 
for the event. A swift courier was despatched to an- 
nounce the tidings. The scope of the function was much 
enlarged. Hector offered his fast clipper, the “ Firefly,” 
and Sie whole town was agog with excitement. 

“ Rory, you will take ‘ Firefly ’ for us,” said Hector. 
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“ I am not going,” said Red Rory. 

“ Not going ? To Malbaie ? Yonr ovra home village ? 
Why, you are to show the party aU the beauties of 
Malbaie.” 

“ I am not going,” said Red Rory again, and turned 
away without further speech. 

In great disgmt Hector reported his decision to Miss 
Christine. 

“ You know, Christine, it would be a great thing jf 
Red Rory should be on hand to show off the place to our 
guests. He^ would be a picturesque figure — ^kind of 
typical habitant, as it were — don’t you see ? ” 

“ He ought to be with us, of course. He is so popular 
with everyone. The ladies would all adore him,” said 
Miss Christine, with a wicked glance at Madeleine Van 
Rancken who was standing near. 

“ He really is adorable,” said Madeleine, with a little 
touch of colour. 

“You must persuade him, Madeleine,” said Miss 
Christine. 

“ I ? I have not seen him for months and months. 
He hzis forgotten my existence.” 

“ How sad ! You know I am very fond of Rory. If I 
were only a score of years nearer his age I ” said Miss 
Christine, with a sigh. “ You have not seen him for 
months, Madeleine. Then it is your own fault. I 
warrant you, young lady,” added Miss Christine severely, 
“ Red Rory is the most loyal of friends. I must speak to 
him about it.” 

“ If you dare ! ” cried Madeleine, gripping Miss 
Christine fiercely by the arm. 

“ Rory is a busy man. He must work for his living,” 
said Hector. “ But apart firom all this nonsense he re^y 
would be a great help. I wanted him to sail the * Firefly * 
for me.” 

Miss Christine eyed Hector shrewdly. “Yes,” ^e 
sadd meditatively. “ No one knows Malbaie water like 
Rory, mid there is no better sailor on the Fleuve.” 
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“ Then he could show the party Malbaie sights from 
the habitant point of view, you see,” continued Hector. 

“ Ahj from the habitant point of view ? ” Miss Chris- 
tine’s eyes were searching Hector’s face. “ That is quite 
true. Yes, certainly Rory must come. Don’t you thinV 
so, Madeleine ? ” 

“He will please himself,” said the girl. 

“ Well, that is not quite his outstanding characteristic,” 
said Miss Christine. 

“ Oh, I mean he ” 

“ Are you sure you know what you mean ? ” said Miss 
Christine. “ But I must speak to Master Rory. He 
usually tries to please me, ^e dear boy. Of course he 
will do the habitant showman’s turn very perfectly. 
Well, we shall see.” 

An angry light burned in Madeleine’s eyes. Nor did 
Hector seem too well pleased with Miss Christine. 

“ And what is this I hear, Rory ? ” she said, when she 
had made it her business to run him down in Simon 
Fraser’s private room. 

“ Well, what’s my l2ist crime ? ” asked Rory, with his 
broad smile. 

“ You are refusing to come with us to Malbaie.” 

“Why should I go?” 

“ Hector wants you to sail the ‘ Firefly.’ ” 

“Hector?” 

“ Don’t take that tone. He is Simon Fraser’s son.” 

“ Yes, he is, worse luck.” 

“ And Madame’s only son and the pride and joy of 
her life.” 

“ Yes, God pity her. Can I help her in any way by 
s ailing the ‘ Firefly ’ for her son ? ” 

Miss Christine’s face grew very grave. “ Is it so 
serious, Rory? About Hector? I have heard things.” 

“ What thing s, and how ? ” said Rory quickly. 

“ Through Josette, a shrewd little girl and very loyal, 
and she pumps her handsome and romantic and very 
oHy toother, , Alain.” 
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“Alain? Ah, I see you have heard things. You 
make me anxious for Simon Fraser and for Madame. 
Alain is a romantic idiot. Hector is different. He is 
shrewd and able. He hates the Government, and with 
some reason doubtless. He loves the Americans.” 

“ Some of them obviously.” Red Rory refused to be 
drawn. “ He has vast trading interests with the Ameri- 
cans, and he fancies himself as a coming leader of French 
Canada. He is a tremendous Republican and would 
like to see Canada a republic. And Jzison Appleby is 
pulling his leg.” 

“ Ah, that’s it, eh ? Are you sure of that with Jason ? 
I fancied it was H61oise there.” 

“ It is Heloise, poor girl. He is not trifling with her, 
or my signs are all wrong,” said Miss Christine warmly. 
“ He is infatuated with her, genuinely infatuated.” 

Red Rory pondered this. 

“ That would complicate things,” he mused, “ most 
damnably. You are sure of that ? ” 

“ Rory, trust an old maid’s power of observation. 
Jason is quite mad about Heloise and the girl is very 
deeply interested and flattered. You see he is her first 
really eligible lover, poor dear.” 

“ It is the very de\^ of a problem. I had made my 
plans about Mr. Jason, but if— if you are right about 
her ! I can hardly think you are. She is so loyally 
British and he is so American.” 

“ Don’t be a fool, Rory. A girl in love has no politics, 
no country, no caste, nothing — one only passion possesses 
her.” Miss Christine’s blue eyes were ^ght with deep 
fires. 

Red Rory gazed at her in amazement. “ Not so with 
you. Miss Christine. You need not tell me you would 
put any man before your country.” 

“ Try me ! Listen, you poor child. I would give 
honour, truth, virtue, country, yes, my soul for the man 
I Joved and who loved me.” Her voice shook, her face 
was c<;^ourless, her blue eyes dark with the intensity of 
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her passion. “ And so would you unless I have read you 
wrong all these years — ^and these last months,” she added 
significantly. 

“ I don’t know what you mean,” he stammered, “ but 

“ Don’t lie — and don’t be a fool,” said Miss Christine 
impatiently. “ But we stray firom the point. Why not 
sail the ‘ Firefly,’ not for Hector, but for the rest of us ? 
Hector is no sz^or and the waters about Malbaie are 
treacherous and the winds tricky. Jason is a good sailor.” 

“ None better,” said Red Rory. “ He is a master.” 

“ But Hector ? No, no. I would be quite unhappy. 
I am a great coward and there are our guests — and 
Maddeine.” 

“ Leave her out ! ” commanded Rory, forgetting his 
wonted reverence for Miss Christine. “ I will not speak 
of Miss Van Rancken. Why should I ? ’’ 

“ You wouldn’t like her to be drowned in the Malbaie 
waters ? ” suggested Miss Christine. 

“ No ! My God, no ! ” 

“ Rory boy.” Miss Christine’s voice was very gentle. 
“ I know you love her.” 

He gazed unflin c hin gly into her eyes, his own dark 
with pain. 

“ And I think she loves you.” 

“ I thought so too — ^for a few — ^hours — of madness.” 

“ But I will be honest with you, laddie. I do not know 
how to advise you. She is a great heiress, and her people 
are great people.” 

“And I am habitant.” 

“ And a Highlander,” said Miss Christine. “ Don’t 
forget that and don’t be absurd, but you are habitant 
anfl your prospects for greatn«s none too bright. You 
see how honest a firiend I am. No, stop — I have givai 
long and deep and bitter thought to this, Rory, ever since 
the day you lost Vitesse. I read her heart that day.” 

“ Ah, yes ! She loved Vitese ! And, poor fijol, I 
thoi^ht “ 
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“ Let me speak on till I finish, Rory,” ordered Miss 
Christine. “ It is my last word to you on this matter, 
and I must give you all I have to give. I was certain I 
read love in her eyes that day. But she is very young, 
you were very attractive — don’t interrupt me — and your 
eyes were very eloquent, and she was very fascinated. 
Then she went away home and then Hector came in — 
don’t interrupt — Hector heis his attractions, and he has 
a strong hacking. Madame is a great force in these 
matters and a past-mistress in diplomacy. Simon is for 
you, of course, but Madame is first witih him, so there 
you are. Listen just a moment more — ^you may thank 
me for this some day. After all, will you give heed to 
this, Rory — ^fiiU weight to it ? The whole thing turns on 
one thing only — does Madeleine love you ? If she wanted 
you for her man, to love her and to take her, and if you 
were sure of that, what would you do, Rory ? ” 

He paused a few moments, then made answer slowly : 

“ I would consider — ^I would try to think — ^what was — 
best for her.” 

“ Oh, I could strike you in the face ! ” cried Miss 
Christine. “ Oh, what fools, what danmed egoistic fools 
men are ! ” Passionate tears flooded her eyes and choked 
her speech. “ And why in God’s name must you ^hink 
for her, if the girl you love is dying to have you take her 
and carry her olF in the teeth of ail the world ? Ah, 
don’t I know it ? ” Her hands were hard upon her 
breasts, her breath coming in deep sobs. " He thought 
so too, in his high-minded, selfish, foolish pride. And 
here I am to-day. And he, poor dear, married to one 
he does not love and never can, for she knows not what 
love means. There, I have told you what not even my 
mother knows. Why should I ? Only because I would 
not have her sufier what I have suffered and shall suflfar 
till this heart,” she beat hard upon her breast, “ is done 
with love and grief and pain.” 

Rory caught her hand in both of his and held it to his 
lips, ins tears flowing down his cheeks. 
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“ Miss Christine, what can I do to prove to you my 
love, my humble gratitude ? ” 

“ I -wull tell you, Rory. Give the girl a chance. Let 
her have the say. Don’t try to read her heart. She 
has a proud, deep, but I think true and tender heart. 
Give her a chance to say plainly if she wants you and, if 
her answer is yes, then let nothing in heaven, earth or 
hell baulk her of her desire.” 

Still holding her hand hard in his, Rory was silent for 
a space, then, in a voice low, clear and vibrant with 
solemn feeling, he said ; 

“ Miss Christine, you have asked a hard t hing . I had 
made up my mind that I had made a mistake and that 
never again would I speak to her alone, but you have 
done a great thing in giving me your confidence to-day 
and I owe you tins. I promise you I will give her the 
chance to say if she wants me to take her and, if her 
answer is yes, then no man, no woman, nothing in God’s 
wide earth stop me taking her and keeping her and 
serving her till I die. But you will let me choose my 
time.” 

And so it came to pass that when the day of the 
water fete arrived and the “ Firefly,” like a white- 
winged bird, came to rest at the dock-side just below 
the citadel, it was Red Rory of Malbaie who was at 
her helm. 


CHAPTER XVIII 

H e kept his place at the tiller for most of the four 
and a half hours’ sail down the Fleuve to Mal- 
baie, seeming unaware of Madeleine’s gay blue eyes that 
turned to him now and then as she talked with Hector 
and Miss Christine. 

■When the boats were moored at the jetty, he deter- 
mined to dip away tmobserved to his mover’s house, but 
Hiacior called, fcfier him : 
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Where are you going ? Are you not coming to t|ie 
festivities at the Naime manor-house ? ” 

No ! Not with those gentry. My place is with my 
own people — ^the habitants. I am on my way now to 
my mother’s.’’ Rory’s tone was full of bitterness. 

Hector pondered a few moments. 

“ You know best, of course. I can’t advise you as to 
that.” 

No, you cannot, nor can anyone else. I take my 
own way.” 

But Miss Christine will expect you, I am sure,” 
Hector said doubtfully. 

“ I think not. Good day.” Rory turned abruptly from 
him and took his way towards his mother’s house. 

He found his home empty. His mother and his grand- 
frther were apparently gone to do honour to the young 
Seigneur Nairne. He determined to wait their return. 
He was no censitaire of Seigneur Nairne. He belonged 
to the old Colonel. 

He washed himself and dressed in the clothes his 
mother had made for him. They were of rough home- 
spun and habitant in style. Well, he was habitant and 
as habitant he would dress. 

He lit his pipe, and sitting in the chair his grandfather 
had made, oak frame and moose hide seat and back, he 
looked about him upon the homely kitchen and its 
furnishing. 

Everylmng was habitant made, tables, chairs, picture 
frames, me prie-Dieu^ the big clothes-press, the open cup- 
board ^ed with old china and quaint pewters that had 
come TOth his mother’s people from Brittany. Above 
the open fire-place a solid oak mantelpiece black with 
smoke bore a pair of brass candlesticks, shining like gold, 
and some queer china figures. 

The whitewashed walls, the beamed ceiling, the pine 
floor of hewn logs carefully matched, scrubbed white as 
sea-sand and soap could make them, the solid furniture 
' of simple and beautiful design, gave one a feeling of 

H 
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homely comfort. But there was more than comfort in 
the room. 

On the walls hung his father’s claymore and pistols, 
his grandfather’s old musket of ’59, his own rifle, some 
deer heads, trophies of his grandfather’s and his own 
prowess in hunting : and, by themselves in a panel at 
the side of the chimney, the emblems and symbols of 
his mother’s religion. Comfort and a suggestion of some- 
thing finer than mere animal well-being, of the things 
of the spirit. A book-shelf carried his own books and a 
few which his grandfather had brought with him from 
his Highland home, a big Bible, the Confession of Faith 
and the larger Catechism. 

In one corner of the kitchen an open staircase led to 
the attic where as a boy Rory had slept. In another 
comer the face of a bake-oven stove was built out through 
the wail. 

Opening off the kitchen a small parlour contained the 
more precious of the family Penates, and off the parlour 
two small bedrooms, his mother’s and his own. His old 
grandfather preferred to sleep in his own cabin. It was 
all very familiar, and because of its homeliness he loved 
It. More than Simon Fraser’s beautiful and splendid 
rooms he loved it. He belonged here. This was the 
home of his people. And yet as he gazed about upon 
the dear and familiar things he knew he would never 
make this his home. All this belonged to the far-away 
days of his boyhood. How far away they seemed ! He 
belonged now to another world. That great world where 
moved Governors and Generals and great ladies and men 
who did big things. That was his world and, habitant 
though he was, he felt in his soul the right to a place in 
that world. And then the door opened and he was in 
his mother’s arms. 

** I knew where to find you,” she said when they were 
calm again. ^^And they were telling me about you.” 
Instinctively in her intimate moments with him she would 
drop into his father’s accents and idioms of speech. 
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And they will be asking for you, Rory. And you must 
put on your other clothes.” 

“ These are my best clothes, mother, the very best I 
have.” 

She laughed a happy little laugh. Indeed I was 
proud of them myself. But to-night you will put on the 
grand clothes from the city.” 

Not I, mother. These are the clothes that fit me 
best and 

Fit ye ? ” Again she laughed happily. Ay, they 
fit ye, lad, but they are not seemly in yon company.’^ 

They are not our people, mother,” he said, with a 
touch of bitterness. 

Indeed and they are then. Your people and your 
father’s people.” Her proud little black head went up. 
“ And not one of them better than he was nor better 
than you are yourself.” 

And not one of them the equal of my mother.” 

Suddenly she went to him, settled herself down into 
his arms with her own arms about his neck. Never had 
she done such a thing before. 

Oh, laddie, laddie, I have seen her,” she whispered, 
her slight form quivering, Oh, she is the beautiful 
thing ! The beautiful thing. And to her I must give 
you up.” Sobs shook her. Yes, my Rory, my bonny 
man, I must give you up. You could not help yourself. 
Hush I hush ! Laddie, do not be saying lies to me. Oh, 
my laddie, I am saying good-bye to you. Let me weep 
a bit, just a wee bit.” 

In silent misery, Rory held her close in his arms, 
kissing, petting her as if she had been a child. Love 
made him know this was no time for words. And in- 
deed what could words do in such a moment? Long he 
held her to his heart. Well he knew that his mother 
had pierced to the supreme mystery of life, the solenm 
mystery of love, mother love and that other love that 
dethrones mother love. 

For this cause shall a man leave his father and motho: 
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and shall be joined to his wife.” “ His wife.” The 
words recalled him. 

“ Yes, mother,” he said. “ I coiild not lie to you. 
She is beautiful and she is good too. You told me to 
keep my hand on my heart. I tried, mother, but I 
could not. Oh, I could not.” 

His words came like a moan of one stricken to the 
death. 

His mother sat up quickly, released herself from his 
arms and sat near him in her own chair. 

“ Do you wish to tell me, lad ? ” she said gently. 

“ I thought for one night she loved me. And I think 
she thought so too. But she is only a child. She was 
mistaken.” 

“ And how know you that ? ” said his mother, a hint 
of severity in her tone. 

" I went away to the Richelieu. She was to write me, 
about her people, you know. She went home — ^that was 
in winter. I waited through the spring and summer, 
but she never sent word nor made sign. It would have 
been easier on me if she had just told me she had found 
out her mistake.” 

“ And you have never spoken to her since ? ” Her 
voice was almost stem. 

“ No, mother. How could I ? ” 

“ The poor dear ! How could you ! Oh, how could 
you ! ” 

“Mother!” 

“ And you gave her no chance to defend herself against 
your charge of faithlessness ? ” 

“ Charge ? I made no charge. I said not a word, I 
am telling you.” 

“ Ay. The most deadly way and the most cowardly. 
The man’s way with a woman ! ” There was a quiet 
tenibleness in her voice. The voice he remembered as 
always preceding chastisement in his boyhood days. 

And at this point the latch again clicked. 

“ I knew I should find you here. And if it were 
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anyone but yon I would never have demeaned myself to 
come for you. Madame, you have borne a most madden- 
ing son.’^ Miss Christine was quite overpowering in her 
wrath* 

“ So I have been telling him/’ said his mother* He 
is a foolish lad at times.” 

** Have I not dinged that into his lug many a time ? 
Get up, ye gomeril, and come away. They are asking 
for you.” 

Rory was smitten with terror. 

Asking for me ? And who wants me ? ” he gasped. 

Many of them, but especially my brother Tom, the 
Seigneur, not yours as it happens, though the Seigneur 
Fraser is quite in a rage about your effrontery as well.” 

“ Effronteiy ? ” 

“ Yes, you have insulted the whole Nairne family. 
Oh, but you are the darndesWpardon me, Madame, 
but he enrages me, does this son of yours. Come 
away. I just slipped out to save your honour and my 
face.” 

Your face ? ” said Red Rory faintly. 

Ay, did I not say I had sent you on an errand and 
you would appear presently ? So, come then. And your 
mother with you.” 

“ Put on your good clothes, lad,” said his mother 
anxiously. 

Damned if I do,” said Rory angrily. 

Clothes ? What matter about clothes ? ” said Miss 
Christine. Stand up and let me look at ye. Hoots ! 
These are the clothes your mother made from the sheep’s 
back. Great heavens, what better could you find ? 
Would I could wear them myself.” 

In spite of himself Rory grinned. ** But mother ” 

Are you not coming ? ” Miss Christine’s blue eyes 
flashed dangerously. 

But th^e clothes are — ^are much more suitable,” 
faltered his mother, pointing to his city clothes on the 
chair. 
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“ Madame, there will be no clothes fit to compare 
with these on his back. They do honour to you who 
made them and to him that wears them.” 

“ I will wear these or none,” said Rory between his 
teeth. 

“ Make your own choice about that,” said Miss Chris- 
tine, “ but if you wear clothes, these are the clothes you 
will wear. Nay, never mind your blushes.” 

He would have taken his place with his mother among 
the habitants of the village, the censitaires of the young 
Seigneur of Malbaie, but Miss Christine would not 
have it. 

“ There is a place for both of you up yonder,” she 
said pointing towards the head table where the Seigneur 
and his guests were sitting. 

Fmiously Red Rory protested. It was Colonel Fraser, 
the old Seigneur of Mormt Murray, that setded the 
dispute. 

“ Aha ! There you are, you young rascal ! ” he cried, 
rising to his feet and pointing a long arm towards the 
gVirinking form of Red Rory. “ Seigneur Naime, I pre- 
sent to you one of my censitaires, Roderick Lovat Fraser, 
His fecellency’s Master of Works, acting Captain of the 
clipper ‘ Firefly,’ whom I am proud to call my very good 
ficiend, and also his respected mother.” 

The young Seigneur rose in his place at the head of 
the table. 

“ Ladies and gentlemen. Messieurs et Mesdames, it is 
my great pleasure to invite to a place at this table this 
distinguished young man, the firiend of the honoured, 
well-beloved Seigneur of Mount Murray, and the fidend 
of my mother and her family, as ako his respected 
mother.” 

For a single instant Red Rory hesitated, looking about 
as if seeking escape, then, straightening his tall form to 
its full height and throwing back his head, he ofiered his 
arm to his mother and deliberately made his way to 
the places made for them. He placed his mother in 
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her chair and took his seat, finding himself between the 
two women he loved best in the world. 

Mother/* he said softly, this is Miss Madeleine Van 
Rancken. Madeleine, my mother.” 

The older woman shyly put out her hand, saying 
gently and with sweet cfignity : 

I have heard a great deal about you, ma cherie.** 

“ And I about you, dear Madame Fraser,” 

The ceremonial part of the proceedings was already 
finished. There remained only the formal speech of 
Colonel Malcolm Fraser, Seigneur of Mount Murray, 
the lifelong friend and comrade-in-arms of the young 
Seigneur’s father. Colonel John Nairne, former Seigneur 
of Malbaie, in proposing the health of the newly in- 
stalled Seigneur of Malbaie, 

The Colonel was prosy and reminiscent. To himself 
and to his contemporaries he might have been interesting 
but to the others he was frankly dull. 

The two women and Red Rory heard the sound of a 
voice but nothing else. They were feeKng intensely, but 
words were impossible. Not impossible because impolite, 
but because words would let loose emotions which they 
knew would soon be imcontrollable. So they sat silent, 
waiting for they knew not what. 

In Red Rory’s mind his mother’s words were repeat- 
ing themselves. And you gave her no chance to defend 
herself? ” 

Pretty much the same as Miss Christine had said too. 
Give her a chance to tell you.”"* 

Leaning back in his chair, he shot a glance at the face 
of the girl beside him. She was staring straight in front 
of her. Beautiful ! His heart sank in despair* Beyond 
words beautifiil ! And proud and strong ! Her Kps 
were closed in a firm, thin line. ** A chance to defend 
herself.” She needed none. Yet he was under promise 
to give her a chance. He felt like saying to her, Why 
did you not write me ? But he knew he could not 
say that without saying much more. The words would 
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break a dam in his heart, and what would flood forth 
he dared not think. No ! This was not the time. 

He glanced at his mother’s face. It was proudly happy, 
but troubled. No, he dared not speak to her. He must 
wait. The old Colonel’s speech was drawing to a dose. 
Then they were all on their feet drinking the young 
Seigneur’s health with enthusiastic cheering. 

The evening dosed with a grand ball, the gentry 
dancing in the great hall and drawing-room, the com- 
mcaiers in the kitchen, till the midnight bell sounding 
from the church near sent them to their night’s repose. 

“ May I come to see you to-morrow ? ” said Madeleine 
as she said good night to Rory’s mother. 

“ Mine is a very little house, but it will be a great 
honour to have you in it,” said the little lady. 

“ Come, Madeleine,” said Miss Christine, accompany- 
ing Rory and his mother to the door after the adicux 
had been made. “ I am for a walk down the lull this 
lovely night.” 

But Maddeine, holding back, whispered hurriedly : 

“ No, no, Christine, not to-night, not to-night.” 

Rory’s mother saw the movement. “ No, Miss Chris- 
tine, please. You have had a hard day and this little 
one you must tuck up in her bed. Good night. Gome, 
Rory, you too need rest.” 

“ Me ? ” laughed Rory. “ I am good for a ten-mile 
run yet.” 

“ Put him to bed, Mrs. Fraser, and don’t spoil him. 
He thinks he is a great man, but he needs his mother yet 
awhile. Come, kiss me good night, you silly boy. You 
dear, dear, silly boy,” said Miss Christine, her voice 
none too steady as she put her arms round his neck and 
kissed him. 

“ Good night, Maddeine,” said Rory. 

“ Good night, Rory,” said the girl softly, offering her 
hand. 

“ Kiss her, you gowk,” said Miss Christine, giving him 
a little push. 
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But Madeleine again shrank back and Rory bowed low 
over her hand. With a snort Miss Christine turned 
her back upon them and went into the house, leaving 
Madeleine to follow, while Rory turned away homeward 
with his mother. 

An hour later as she tucked Rory into bed as if he had 
been a child, his mother said : 

This is a great day for you, my laddie. It is the 
beginning of a new life for you. You have passed from 
us to them.” 

Not from you, mother, never from you.” 

A great part of the day following, Rory spent with 
Father Courtois in earnest consultation regarding the 
new company of Voltigeurs. The rest of the day he 
spent with his old comrades of the bush and the river, 
laying his lines for action later on. In the gay doings of 
the party from the city he took no part. His mind was 
in a turmoil. The significance of the events of the 
previous night he fully appreciated. Something had 
happened to him. His mother’s words remained in his 
memory : ** You have passed from us to them.” 

When Miss Christine and Madeleine made their visit 
to his mother’s home he took care to be absent. As to 
what happened on that occasion he asked no question of 
his mother, nor did she, wise woman, either volxmteer 
any information or make any further reference to the 
thing which she knew was as a torment in his soul. Not 
even when on the second day she kissed him good-bye 
did she mention the girl’s name. 

Be patient and be fair, laddie,” was all she said, 
leaving him to guess at her meaning. 

On the homeward trip the sailing of the Firefly ” 
fully engaged Ins attention, for the weather was unsettled 
and some of his passengers none too secure on their sea 
legs. But, in their attitudes and their treatment of him. 
Red Rory was made to fed that a new day had dawned 
for him, a new life had opened for him. He was one 
of themselves. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

S IMON FRASER’S shipyard on the north side of the 
Isle of Orleans was humming with activity. When 
the Fleuve flowed free in spring there would be doings 
calling for bateaux, gunboats and ships of war. Also at 
Sackett’s Harbour hundreds of bateaux were a-building, 
and at Plattsburg gunboats and ships of war. For who- 
ever held the waterways would surely win the coming 
war. 

Few men, but unfortunately among those few the new 
Governor, Sir George Prevost, now doubted that the long- 
expected war was at the gate. 

With driving energy. Red Rory, who had caught some- 
thing of the spirit of the Gommander-in-Chief of Upper 
Canada, and who was master of works in Simon Fraser’s 
shipyard, was crowding his French Canadians and the 
select band of British ship-builders to the limit of their 
power, even to the danger line. 

They’re kittle cattle,” said Sandy Brodie, master ship- 
builder, to Red Rory one day. “ Ye’ll hae to be canny 
wi’ them.” 

Sandy, a master of his craft, wise, shrewd and with a 
saving sense of humour, was a storm centre of all dis- 
cussion, For duiing these days Rory was never sure of 
his temper, and he could not afford to lose his self-com- 
mand with these volatile and uncertain French Canadians. 
He was glad therefore to use Sandy as a buffer. Further- 
more, the advent of the new Governor, Sir George 
Prevost, who had been in office now for some four 
months, had introduced a new clement of uncertainty 
into the political situation. 

’Ee’s a Frenchman, ’ee is,” said Humphrey Henshaw, 
a shipwright from the Tyne, one of the few Englishmen 
on the work. ’Ee ain’t real British.” 

That’s right, ’Umphrey,” said Artie Hunt, his friend 
and echo. ** That’s wot I says ever since ’is very first 
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speecht. ‘ Why fight ! ’ says ’ee, ‘ we’er all Canadians 
’ere.’ Them’s ’is very words, I ’eeard ’im.” 

“ Aweel, Artie,” said Sandy Brodie, “ he michtna be 
sae far wrang since we’re all livin’ togither here.” 

“ That’s so too,” Artie agreed, “ but some’ow it don’t 
seem quite right from the governor of this country. ’E’s 
English, says I.” 

“ ’Ee speaks French like a regular Frenchie,” said 
B^umphrey. “ Not but wot that’s to ’is credit, I only 
wish I could do the same.” 

“ Ay, lad,” said Sandy, “ it is a great thing for him. 
The people can understan’ what he’s sayin’, and there’s 
less groimd for suspeecion. Noo Sir James, puir man, he 
micht be talkin’ aboot the weather, but ye only had 
his face tae gae by ye micht think he was orderin’ ye off 
tae execution. It is a peety he hadna the language.” 

Howls, groans and cursing greeted the name of the 
late Governor, in which Alain, who was sitting near, 
joined. 

This nettled the Scot. " Lad,” he said gravely, “ ye 
know better. Rory expects you to speak the things that 
make for peace.” 

“ What do you mean ? ” asked Alain, flushing hotly. 

“ You ought tae be pourin’ oil on the troubled waters. 
Ye ought tae speak wise words tae them.” 

“ Why not speak yourself, Sandy ? ” said Alain. 

“ Man, would I not, had I but the language ? Listen, 
lad, will ye as an honest man tell them what I say ? ” 

“ What do you mean ? ” asked Alain. 

“ The fowk didna understan’ Sir James ; noo then as 
an honest man will ye tell these lads what I’m sayin’ ? ” 

“ I will,” said Alain. 

“ Ay, I believe ye will, for ye have honest blood in ye. 
Ye’re a McNab. Weel, tell them this : ‘ Sir James Greiig 
was an honest man trying to do his duty.’ ” 

A roar of dissent broke from the crowd and furious cries 
of indignation and disapproval. 

“ Lad,” said Sandy, his voice grave and fcothright, as 
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one honest man speaking to another honest man, tell 
these lads tae gie me a fair bearin’ and I’ll speak the 
truth as I see it, and let ony of them that want to talk 
sense answer me back. Noo then, I kent Sir James 
Craig weel, I marched with him in ’77. He was a 
soldier and nae politeecian, he spoke quick and he spoke 
plain, but he never lied to ony man. It wasna his faut 
that he was gi’en a Constitution to wark that wouldna 
wark. To allow people to govern themselves who never 
had nowt but tyrants to govern them, and often scoundrels 
and thieves at that. Ask them if they have ever heerd 
of a chiel ca’d Bigot.” 

The mention of Bigot’s name brought profound silence. 
That name strock a sore spot in the mind of every 
Canadian. 

Sandy pursued his advantage. I hae nae use for 
bigots,” he went on ; ‘‘a man has a richt to his ain 
religion, and a man’s religion is his ain business between 
himself and his God.” 

Again silence, not altogether unmixed with approval, 
greeted this new doctrine. 

Not but ye would a’ be the better of bein’ Presby- 
terians,” Sandy went on, with a twinkle in his eye. 
“ Ay, but it would be hard for ye, not bein’ born Presby- 
terians. Bein’ Presbyterians bom is easy enough, but to 
be a Presbyterian by conviction is no that easy. Ye 
ken it requires brains,” 

As Alain translated this there was a moment of hesita- 
tion, but a glance at Sandy’s twinkling eyes sent the 
whole group into delighted laughter. 

But the country is much better wi’oot yon Secretary 
buddie. But mind, I’m tellin’ ye. Sir James gied ye 
honest government on the whole as far as he could, and 
at the last the Parliament itself gied intill him.” 

** Whose country is this, anyway ? Who owns it ? ” a 
voice said. 

A difficult question is that, my lad, perhaps jwm will 
tell me who owns it.” 
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Those who discovered it, explored it, settled it and 
developed it/’ 

France,” said Sandy. 

No, not France ! France betrayed us,” said the voice 
in tones of indignation. Not France, the Canadians.” 

The word brought the whole company yelling to their 
feet. 

“ A guid answer,” said Sandy, when the uproar had 
quietened down. Come up here, lad, till I see ye’re 
face.” 

Come on, Leon ! Stand up to him, Leon ! ” 

From all sides came encouragement to Leon. 

A tall, spare man in the dress of a coureur de bois, 
came up into the light of the flaring fires. His face was 
burnt to parchment texture, his glittering eyes deep 
sunken, his cheeks hollow. His whole manner was that 
of one xmaccustomed to take orders, but his face bore 
the xmmistakable marks of hard and reckless living, 

‘‘M. Leon Tremblay,” said Alain, a certain tone of 
respect in his voice. 

‘‘ That is me,” said the man, facing Sandy with an air 
of almost contemptuous superiority. ‘‘ My people came 
to this country with Cartier, they sailed these rivers with 
Champlain, they marched with Frontenac, they traced 
the Mississippi with La Salle. This is the coimtry of my 
people for two hundred years.” 

The words lost nothing of their fire in Alain’s trans- 
lation. 

Ay, but I seem to mind bearin’ of a man ca’d Wolfe,” 
said Sandy quietly. 

‘"It was not Wolfe that took our country. It was 
Bigot, Vaudreuil and the traitors at the Court of Ver- 
saiHes that sold our coimtry to you,” said Leon, in a 
voice of concentrated bitterness. “ But we are here to- 
day, we have been here for two hundred years clearing 
the forests, building our homes, making a nation.” 

“You will also say as an honest man that for fifty years 
oth^s hae been here as weel, and that more has been 
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done to build this country in the last fifty years than in 
the twa hundred years before.” 

“ True, but the foimdations of a building are the most 
diffi cult and make the least show.” 

“ Man, ye’er a clever chiel,” said Sandy. “ But what 
then, would ye kick us oot and leave ye to the Yankees ? 
How lang wad ye last ? ” 

For the first time Leon showed hesitation, a swift 
glance he threw over the faces before him, as if trying to 
read them. 

“ The Yankees are threatening Britain and not 
Canada,” he said. 

“ That is the first fule answer ye made, and weel ye 
ken that though the Yankees are threatening Britain it 
is Canada they want, and it is Canada they’ll have.” 

“ Hflas ! Ma pauvre patrie ! ” groaned Leon. 
“ Sacr-r-r-e ! Nom de nom ! That will never be ! ” 

“ It is the only thing if Britain and Canada dinna 
stand together in this war.” 

“ Ah I There may be found another way,” said Leon. 
“ Remember Dollard,” he cried. Then with shoulders 
squared and head held high he walked to his seat, while 
hL friends on all hands broke into tumultuous acclaim, 
in which Alain joined. 

When they had calmed down, Sandy said : 

“ Aweel ! that will bear some thinkin’ aboot. Guid 
nicht. Awa’ tae yer beds. But put this infill yer last 
pipe afore ye sleep : ‘ The collie that snappit at the 
shadow lost the bane.’ ” 

The volatile and mercurial but happy French Cana- 
dians gave Sandy a great cheer as he left the room. 

" Come wi’ me,” said Sandy to Alain as they left the 
room. “ There’s things to arrange for the morrow’s 
mom.” 

Very unwillingly Alain went with the Scot as they 1^ 
the cabin- 

“ Wha^ yon lad ? ” asked Sandy, after he had got his 
fire goixg- and his pipe alight. 
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An old trapper and voyageur/’ said Alain. “ They 
say he studied for a priest. But the usual thing — a 
woman, and then whisky.” 

And what is the meaning of yon speech of his about 
some ither way ? ” 

Alain did not reply. 

“ Weel, every man keeps his ain yett. I^U hae a chat 
with Rory,” said Sandy. 

Don't mention me,” said Alain anxiously. 

And why for no ? ” 

Rory has his own troubles,” replied Alain. 

And noo he's awa’ the morrow's morn to Albany on 
business for Simon Fraser and ither business as weeL 
Ye ken fine he has a right ti a' the information we 
possess.” 

I can't speak, I am under a promise,” said Alain. 

A promise ! A promise agin yer ain flesh and blood ? 
Agin Rory ? Why not tak his advice aboot that ? ” 

It's not my secret,” cried Alain, his face pallid and 
wet in spite of the coolness of the room. 

In a few minutes he left the cabin. 

During that same hour in Simon Fraser's private room 
at the back of his store, Rory was having a diflScult time 
with his cousin. 

You are keeping something back from me, Rory.” 

“ Suspicions are not facts. Cousin Simon, and in my 
case even suspicions may be due to prejudice.” 

You don't like Jason Appleby, and you don't like 
Hector, Rory, I know that well.” 

Rory's face showed his distress. 

And you suspect that my son. Hector, would sell his 
country to the enemy.” 

** No, Simon, not that.” 

** But you don't trust him, and you will not tell me 
what you suspect. Then I will be giving you my sus- 
picions. Hector for years has hated Britain ; I need not 
go into the reasons. He hates this present government. 
In the United States he has had charge of my business. 
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He has made many friends there and, yes, I will tell 
you, he has one very dear friend.” 

Rory winced at this, but made no reply. 

“ He became the warm friend of Jason Appleby, whom 
we know to be a rabid American with a hatred of Britain 
in his heart, and perhaps with reason, for, as you know, 
his father was killed in the unfortunate affair of the 
' Chesapeake ’ and ^ Leopard.’ Jason has great influence 
over Hector. Man to man I am asking you, Rory, do 
you suspect that my son. Hector, is planning to betray 
his country ? ” 

The agonized face of the old man smote Rory to the 
heart. 

No, Simon, I don’t believe it. Hector does not mean 
to do that.” 

Oh, my God ! what a relief ! Then I have been 
suspecting the poor boy wrongfully.” 

Rory turned away from him and began examining a 
certain list of figures on the table. 

Well, well, that is a world of misery out of my heart,” 
said Simon. Now then, about these purchases. Your 
best market will be Albany. You will need to transport 
them overland to La CoUe by Plattsburg. Buy all you 
can in class A, we need them for our boats and ships. 
Our friends in Albany will help you. But in addition, 
lad, you will be keeping your eyes and ears open. I can 
trust you, and the Governor trusts you. The Governor 
is none too eager about this, and were it not for the 
urgency of the General even this would be checked. 
Thank God for Brock, and for Upper Canada ! This 
man is great with the French people, but I doubt he 
is lacking in the iron and steel needed for a man in his 
portion.” 

” Well,” answered Rory, “ he has certainly captivated 
our French citizens. They will do anything for him.” 

We will what we 'wUl see,” said Simon dubiously. 
** But^ lad, you will be coming upstairs to say good-bye 
to the good wife and Heloise.” 
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“ You have not mentioned my visit across the border 
to them?” 

“ No, I have not, but what difference ? ” 

“ Probably none, but will you just forbear speaking 
of it ? ” 

“ Very well, come away, lad.” 

Madame Fraser received Rory with a certain reserve. 
Ever since the excursion to Malbaie she had treated him 
with a slight excess of politeness. The delightful, old, 
frank relationship was gone. Heloise, on the other hand, 
was more than usually cordial since that eventful expedi- 
tion, and to-night she carried Rory off to her own corner 
for a confidential chat. Soon her conversation turned to 
Hector and his friend, Jason. 

“ They are great friends,” she said, “ they have so 
many things in common. You see. Hector admires the 
Republican form of government. He is not so fond of 
our Government as we are. He was bitterly incensed at 
Sir James.” 

“ But he does not like Sir George any better, I notice.” 

“ No, he despises him. Sir James at least was a man, 
he says, and a fighter. Prevost he calls a time-server and 
a molly-coddle. Just think of him making M. Bedard a 
judge at Trois Rivieres, that was a bit thick. Father 
was very indignant, and so was Hector.” 

“ And why Hector ? Does that not please his beloved 
Canadians ? ” 

“ I don’t quite understand. Hector is quite furious 
about it. But Jason says Prevost is a diplomat, and is 
playing a clever game. He is certainly winning the 
Canadians for. his Government.” 

“He apparently can’t believe in the probability of 
war. He refiises almost to consider it a possibility.” 

“ But he is enrolling the , militia and meeting with a 
splendid response.” 

“ Yes, that is good policy. The French Canadian loves 
a uniform, and he is reinstating the old French officers 
in their commands.” 
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“ Wellj let US quit politics,” said Heloise- I have 
been wanting to ask you why we have not seen you for 
six weeks and more. I know maman is a little jealous 
of you because of Hector and Madeleine* You remem- 
ber, during Madeleine’s first visit — and during her second 
visit as well — she thought — ^well, we all thought,” — Heloise 
laughed lightly, that there was something between you 
and Madeleine, and so when her poor boy lost his heart 
to her maman naturally — ^well, you understand 

Of course,” said Rory, speaking easily, it was very 
natural.” 

But now, Rory, you should not keep that against 
her and — ^since — ^since — that boy and girl afiair of yours 
is all over 

Surely,” said Rory heartily. “ What could one ex- 
pect? Of course she has one boy, I understand per- 
fectly.” His laugh rang out loudly throughout the room. 

What is so funny ? ” inquired Madame Fraser, coming 
across the room. Roree has not laughed so loudly in 
this house for many times,” she said. 

“ We are laughing about you, cherie, and your silly 
jealousy — ^you Imow — ^about Hector.” 

About Hector ? ” 

‘‘ Yes, maman. Hector and Madeleine. We under- 
stand perfeedy — ^and Rory too,” said Heloise, gaily. 

Roree ? Ah, yes, it was funny,” said maman, with a 
litde smile and a keen look at Rory’s face. 

Yes, of course ! Extremely fuimy ! ” said Rory, his 
laugh louder than before. 

Ah, yes, that is aU over. And Madeleine writes that 
she is so very busy working against the war, and Max 
and Jason also. They are having so great excitements, 
public meetings and parades for peace. And Hector is 
so interested in all that when he visits Albany, though 
not in public.” 

“ Splendid ! ” said Rory. ** And so they are all work- 
ing for peace.” 

Rory was tremendously interested and asked many 
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questions. _He was delighted to leam that there was so 
much public activity tluroughout New York State, led 
by the Federalists, and indeed all through New England, 
against war. He was interested also in the peace move- 
ments in Quebec with which Hector was connected. 

“ Oh, yes, Hector is working for peace wherever Jie 
goes. In Montreal, Three Rivers and down the Fleuve 
too, even in Malbaie.” 

“ Of course he has to be very careful there, for the 
dear old Seigneur, Colonel Fraser, is very peppery. 
Jason was much amused.” 

“Jason?” exclaimed Rory, astounded. 

“ Oh, yes. Last fall Hector went down the river on a 
fishing expedition with Jason in the ‘ Newport Maid.’ 
They had a great time together.” 

“ You like Jason ? ” said Rory, his eyes searching her 
face. 

“ Yes, Rory, I like Jason,” she said, a quick flush on 
her pale face. 

“ Well, I must be oflf,” cried Rory. “ I am very late.” 
He made a hurried farewell, and in a maze of wonder 
and grief he took his way downstairs. 

“ God in heaven ! ” he groaned. “ What has come to 
this girl ? What has happened to her mind ? Jason ? 
He has bewitched her. God help us aU ! Well, I am 
going to Albany, and if I don’t dig up some thing about 
that lad I’m mistaken.” 

With bitter disappointment in his heart he set about 
the final preparations for his trip to Albany. 


CHAPTER. XX 

T o La Golle, a border hamlet co nsisting of a few 
scattered houses, a stone mill and a small militar y 
outpost on a muddy stream of the same name flowing 
into the Richelieu firom the west, then to Plattsburg, the 
new headquarters for General Dearborn’s army of the 
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Centre situated on a snug little harbour on the west 
shore of Lake Richelieu, presently humming with the 
saws and hammers of hundreds of workmen busy on huts 
for soldiers, bateaux, gunboats and ships of war, and 
thence far inland to Albany, the capital city of New 
York State, on the northern reaches of the Hudson River. 
This was Rory’s course. 

Eds first thought, however, on reaching the city of 
Albany was not of business. This city was the home of 
Madeleine Van Rancken. Indeed it was his deliberate 
purpose to meet her, for through her, for one thing, he 
could most easily get into touch with Jason Appleby. 
But, more especially, he could not forget his promises to 
his mother and Miss Christine. These promises he must 
keep at the earliest opportunity. He dreaded that inter- 
view with Madeleine, which he knew well could bring 
nothing but imhappiness to her, and to him agony of 
soul. But the meeting was inevitable. 

From the newspaper reports of the political meeting 
which were being held almost every night in different 
parts of the city, he learned that Jason was in town and 
taking a not unimportant part in these meetings. He 
soon learned that Jason was one of the most active and 
most enthusiastic members of the young War Hawk 
party, a rabid advocate of war. He was, moreover, a 
naval officer high in the favour of Commander Rodgers, 
and destined to a command of importance in the Ameri- 
can navy. Fiurthermore, he was deeply interested in 
the imderground peace movement carried on in Lower 
Canada, one of whose most active promoters was Hector 
Fraser. 

From the Press he also gathered that the Democratic 
party was steadily gaining control of public opinion. A 
war with Britain was inevitable, therefore it behoved all 
patriotic citizens to lay aside partisan feeling and to unite 
in bringing that war to a successful issue. That issue, as 
defined by leaders of the Government party, was noting 
less than the driving of Great Britain freon the continent 
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of America, and incorporating the Provinces of Canada 
in the great Republic. 

To further this end a great mass meeting in the Armory 
of the National Guard was organized. This meeting 
Rory was determined to attend, and therefore gladly 
accepted an invitation secured by a business associate 
of Simon Fraser, an American Scot by the name of 
Purdie, a merchant of prominence dealing in “ Flour, 
Feed and General Merchandise.” Mr. Purdie being a 
loyal Federalist had no difficulty in securing two platform 
tickets. 

“ And so you will be sure of good company. You will 
be in the thick of governors and generals and senators 
and such-like, not to speak of merchant princes like 
myself,” said Mr. Purdie, with his thumb in Rory’s 
ribs. 

“ Not for me ! No platform seat for me ! A dark 
corner where I can hear and see without being observed,” 
said Rory. 

“ Oh, well, I will fix that,” said Purdie. “ I will get 
you a wee neuk Mr. Purdie relapsed at vrill, and more 
especially when in a jovial mood, into his native Cale- 
donian—" where ye can hide yersel’ frae ony chiel takin’ 
notes.” 

Mr. Purdie proved as good as his word, and Rory 
found himself ensconced in a platform seat suitable in 
every way to his purpose. 

A few minutes before the hour of opening Gavemor 
Tonakms of New York State, in military dress, accom- 
panied by his suite, also in the uniform of the United 
States army and of the National Guard, entered by a side 
door. He was immediately followed by the speakers for 
the evening, who were no less personages than Secretary 
of War Eustis, and the great Democratic orator, Henry 
Clay. After these had taken their places the side door 
opened ag^ and Rory’s heart stood still. There he 
b^dd a vision of surpassing loveliness, Maddeine Van 
Rancken followed by a stout, dderly lady, both of them 
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arrayed in costly furs and accompanied by a very noble- 
looking gentleman. 

“ That is General Van Rensselaer and his party/’ 
whispered Purdie. 

A few minutes later three young men came in and took 
their seats with the party, whom Rory recognized to be 
Jason Appleby, Max Van Rancken and Hector Fraser. 

Shrinlang far back into his neuk,” from which he 
could command a perfect view of her lovely face, Rory 
for some minutes was completely oblivious of all except 
the face of the girl who for the past two years had so 
utterly dominated his heart. 

Mr. Purdie’s nudge and whisper recalled him to his 
environment. ‘‘That is Senator Downie,’’ said Mr. 
Purdie. “ He is the chairman. Now you may expect 
to hear a roaring, mighty wind.” 

After the chairman, various speakers had their special 
pronouncements to make and their parties to stir. To 
Rory they were only soxmd, but when the great audience 
rose to greet the Secretary of War then did Rory come to 
himself and give heed to what was being said. It was 
partly for this purpose indeed he had come to Albany, 
and he forced himself to listen to the oratory that flowed 
from the Secretary of War in an eloquent and unbroken 
stream, conscious all the while of an acute physical pain 
in the region of his heart. The Secretary’s speech set 
forth in overwhelming statistical array the military might 
of the great yoxmg Republic, which was destined one day 
to be coterminous with this continent of America, and 
which but three decades ago had risen in the glorious 
strength of its young manhood and had shaken itself free 
from the shackles of that decadent old-country monarchy, 
which was once more attempting to impose its tyrannous 
will upon the free people of this, your Republic. 

The Secretary of War concluded his oration in a 
tremendous burst of eloquence which brought the whole 
assembly to its feet in tumultuous applause. Alone Rory 
kept his seat on the platform. 
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“ Get up, man, or they’ll fling you out,” said Purdie. 

At once Rory sprang to his feet and went through 
the pantomime of cheering as enthusiastically as any of 
them. 

When the great Henry Clay took the platform Rory 
became immediately conscious that here was a master of 
oratory, but a man of intellect as well, with a wide 
knowledge of affairs. In his opening sentence Clay estab- 
lished a complete mastery over his audience, which only 
intensified as his stately periods marched onward to their 
climaxes. “ Our immediate neighbours,” declared the 
speaker in conclusion, “ in the Province of Qjiebec, will 
receive us with open arms. For years they have been 
groaning under the oppression of a government alien in 
tradition, speech and religion. I have been assured, no 
later than this afternoon by a gentleman firom Canada, 
who I believe is now present in this building, that the 
vast majority of the French Canadian people rejoice in 
the prospect of deliverance firom the oppressive govern- 
ment under which they have been groaning for the last 
number of years. They will welcome the liberty which 
they will find under the flag of this Republic.” 

“ He is a liar ! ” 

The words rang like a trumpet blast through the hall. 
Without his conscious volition the words had exploded 
firom Rory’s lips. Dead silence followed the explosion. 
The orator paused and faced about in the direction firom 
which this verbal bombshell had come. 

“ I pause for confirmation of this extraordinary state- 
ment, _ or for an apology,” he said, looking in Rory’s 
direction. 

A single instant Rory hesitated, then, shaking himself 
free firom Purdie’s grip, he stood upon his feet, pushed his 
way to the platform and took Ins place beside Henry 
Clay, facing the audience, who sat watching with tense 
feces. Dressed in his voyageur’s costume Rory stood for a 
few moments before the excited crowd, silent, trembling 
with nervous emotion. Then, turning with a bow to the 
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speaker, in tones clear, deliberate and penetrating to the 
utmost limit of the Aimory, he spoke ; 

“ I understand you to say, sir, that a Canadian gentle- 
man at present in this building is the authority for the 
statement that multitudes of French Canadians, because 
of the tyranny under which they suffer, would gladly 
exchange the government of Great Britain for that of 
the United States.” 

“ Yes, sir,” said Henry Clay. “ Those are not his 
words, but that is what I understand to be their pur- 
pose.” 

“ Then, sir, I should like to modify my statement and 
declare that the man responsible for this statement is 
either a liar or a fool.” 

-A silence more deadly than ever fell upon the audience. 

“ And by what authority do you assume to make this 
statement ? ” 

“ Sir,” and Rory’s head was flung back, “ I am a 
Canadian, a French Canadian bom and bred ; I have 
lived all my life in French Canada, I know what I say to 
be true.” He paused a moment or two, and then with a 
low bow he said : “ I thank you, sir, for this courtesy.” 
Once more he bowed to the orator, bowed to the audience 
and then turned and with some difficulty made his way 
through the rows of chairs on the platform to his seat. 
There he picked up his overcoat and cap and made his 
exit from the hall by the side door. 

He was in a black rage, cursing himself for his lack of 
self-control. Behind him the latch clicked. He turned 
swiftly and faced Madddne ; the moonlight showed her 
fece pale and her blue eyes flashing sparks of light. 

“ Oh, how could you ? ” she cried. “ How could you 
so defame a man ? ” 

“ Defame a man ? ” he flamed. “ What do you 
mean? ” 

" How could you say such a thing about Hector ? ” 

“ Hector ? Damn Hector ! What do I care about 
Hex^or ? What do you care ? ” 



THE ROCK AND THE RIVER Zl’J 

“ He is my friend,” she cried in a voice quivering with 
indication. “ How could you say that about him ? 
He is no traitor. I tell you. He is a noble man seek- 
ing to serve his country.” 

“Then he is a fool,” replied Rory bitterly. 

“ No,” she said, “ he is no fool, he is a great man, 
and Jabez says so too.” 

“Jabez?” laughed Rory. “ Does Jabez think that 
America is out to save Canada from the tyranny of 
Britain ? ” 

“ Yes, he does, and I do too.” 

Rory stared at her in blank amazement. “ You think 
that ? Does Henry Clay think that ? Does any single 
American leader say that they are out to set up Canada 
as an independent Republic ? ” 

“ Yes, there are many who would gladly do that very 
thing. I would ! ” 

“ Does Jason think so ? ” asked Rory, with an ironic 
smile. 

The girl hesitated. “ No, I am afraid he doesn’t.” 

“ And you imagine,” he said, speaking in a voice of 
pity, “ that Hector thinks so ? ” 

“ Oh, he does ! I know he does ! ” answered Made- 
leine eagerly. 

“ Then he is a fool, as I said. A fool blinded by his 
own hate and by his own mad ambition.” 

“ But he is no traitor,” said the girl. 

“ Oh,” cried Rory mockingly, “ what difference does 
it make what Hector -thinks ? But what do you care ? 
That is the question you must answer.” 

“ Must ? ” she said, lifting her chin. 

“ Yes, must ! I promised my mother I would ask 
you, I promised her I would give you a chance to 
say.” 

“ Your mother, Rory ? ” Her voice grew soft. 

“ Yes, my mother. She made me promise. ‘ Give her 
a chance,’ she said.” 

“ A chance ! What chance ? ” said Madrieine. 
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Rory paused a moment, then in a wild rush his words 
came tumbling : 

“ A chance to say that you love me, a chance to say 
that you want to be my wife. There it is ! ” 

“ Yoxir wife ? ” she echoed in a low voice. 

“ Yes, my wife,” said Rory with a wild laugh. " She 
fencies in her love for her son — her wonderful son,” 
again came his bitter laugh, “ that you were in love with 
me,” and again came a laugh of concentrated scorn, 
“ that you wanted to marry me.” 

“ Oh,” cried the girl, “ how hateful you are ! How 
cruel 1 How hateful ! Marry you ? No, no ! Not for 
all the world ! Never I ” 

“ That is your answer then ; I thought it would be. I 
know it now. She wiU believe me. I told her I was fool 
eiough to think that it might be so once. Me? A 
habitant Canadian ? ” Once more he laughed wildly. 
“ Come i Where can I take you ? ” 

“ Oh, how brutal you are ! How little your mother 
knows you ! You publicly slander him — my best friend — 
and then you ask me if I want to marry you. I tell you, 
no I 

Thank you,’’ said Rory, I have my answer. I shall 
tell my mother your answer. Poor soul ! Now tell me 
where I can take you.” 

They had been walking blindly down the street. 

Nowhere ! ” replied the girl. What do you think 
I am? Wanting to marry you? Wanting to be your 
wife ? Oh I ” she cried, her voice full of rage and tears ; 
she turned and ran away from him. 

He followed her. 

“ Don’t dare to follow me ! ” whirling upon him 
like a fury. “ Never speak to me again ! But tdl 
your mother — ^tell your dear, dear mother — ^if you are 
a man at all, tell her truly just what you said to 
me. On your honour, teH her just what you said to 
me.” 

He stood watching her as she ran, followed her, keeping 
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her in view till she arrived at the Armory door, saw her 
fumble at the latch and disappear. 

“ Oh, fool, fool ! Cursed fool ! ” he muttered. 
“ Marry you ? Who would marry you ? ” He turned 
and strode blindly down the street, he knew not, he cared 
not whither. How long he walked he was unaware, but 
finally he found himself at his hotel door, entered and 
went to his room, packed his bag and approached the 
clerk at the desk. 

“My biU?” he smd. 

“ Say, boss, you ain’t goin’ to-night ? ” said the clerk 
with a genial smile. 

“ My bffl ? ” said Rory. “ Did you hear me ? ” 

A number of men stood drinking at the bar. They 
were discussing the meeting. “ By cripes I That’s the 
man ! That’s him all right ! ” said one of them. 

“ Naw,” said another, “ that ain’t him, he was a bigger 
feUer than this chap.” 

“ Say, stranger,” said the first man, a huge, rough bulk 
of a fellow, “ ain’t you the feller that broke up the meeting 
to-night ? ” 

Rory ignored him, busy with his bill. 

“ Say, young feller, can’t you hear ? ” said the man, 
touching him lightly on the shoulder. 

“ What do you want ? ” asked Rory, wheeling fiercely 
on him. 

“You’re the feller that gave the lie at the meerin’ 
to-night. Are you a Canadian ? ” 

“ I am a French Canadian.” 

“ What did you run away for ? Afiraid ? ” 

“ I didn’t run away,” said Rory. 

“ Looked mighty like it,” said the man with a laugh. 

“ Get out of my way,” said Rory, in a voice of fury. 

“ Goin’ to run away again, eh ? ” 

For answer Rory fiimg down coat, whip and bag. 
“ Will you get out of my way ? ” he said in a low voice. 

“ Don’t be so wrathy, young feller.” 

Rory took a single step towards him, his hand fiashed 
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out, the man lit on his shoulders six feet away and lay 
quivering. 

” Anyone else ? ” said Rory, his face white, his eyes 
filled with the light of madness. “ Anyone else ? ” He 
picked up his impedimenta. “ Good night ! ” he said to 
the clerk. “Thank you for your accommodation. If 
anyone else wants to ask me anything I shall be in the 
stable for the next ten minutes.” The door closed on 
him. 


CHAPTER XXI 

I T was in a veritable spirit of war that Rory returned 
to Quebec. He was at war fiirst and chiefly with 
himself, and consequently was at war with the world. 
He had his work to do, a work that led to war, and for 
war he longed with all his soul. It was in t^ mood 
that he entered Simon Fraser’s shipyard the very day of 
his return to the city. He was at once aware of a new 
spirit abroad among the men. 

Sandy Brodie, his master shipbuilder, was in despair — 
“ I canna get the wark oot o’ them,” he exclaimed, after 
touring the ship with Rory. 

“ We’ll see about that,” said Rory grimly, and went at 
his men. 

He was in no mood to parley or to plead. For a few 
days there was a slight improvement, then a notable 
falling off in production* 

He called his time-clerk, Alain, into his office. 
“ Alain,” he said, “ what is getting into the men ? Why 
is the work falling behind so ? They are loafing half thdr 
time.” 

Alain was silent. 

“ Gan you not give me a reason ? ” 

“ I want to get out of this,” said Alain sullenly. 
“That would be better. You can go home to- 
morrow.” 
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“ Never can I go home again ! Never do I want to see 
them again ! I cannot go,” he cried, in a burst of passion 
and grief. “ Josette would tear my eyes out.” 

“ Yes ! ” said Rory. " You would be shamed to look 
her in the face because you have not played the game with 
me. I am disappointed with you, so you must go. I 
cannot have a traitor with me. You will get your money 
to-morrow.” 

“ Keep your money,” Alain burst forth. “ Money ? 
It is nothing to me.” 

“ You will get your money, Alain,” said Rory, “ but 
before you go you must answer me this. Have I ever 
treated you unfairly since you came to Quebec ? ” 

“ No, never,” cried the boy. 

“ I shall be seeing Josette and your people, and I should 
be sorry to think that I could not say to them I had 
treated you fairly.” 

The boy remained silent, his lips trembling, his fingers 
twitching. 

“ That’s all, Alain. You are my cousin. You are 
really my brother, but in these days even that can’t stand 
in the way of duty.” 

“ Duty ? ” Alain cried. “ Ah, yes ! That’s it ! Ah, 
sac-r-r-r-e ! Do I not know that ? It is for that I cannot 
work with you. It is not possible. No more ! ” The 
young man was now shaking with great sobs. “ No I I 
have make one oath, it is pour la patiie. Ah, roon Dieu I 
It is to die ! ” 

“ Don’t be a fool, Alain, and speak English. You are 
no habitant. Speak your father’s tongue.” Rory’s voice 
was full of contempt. 

“ Ah, mon Dieu ! You d^pise me. I am not English. 
I am habitant. I am catholique. I am for my country.” 

“ Oh, get out, you yoimg idiot ! Are you calling me a 
traitor ? Get out of my sight ! What do you know 
about yomr country ? Go ! I can’t stand a fool.” 

StiU sobbing deep, body-shaking sobs, Alain rushed firom 
the room. 
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That’s Hector’s work/’ Rory growled through his 
teeth, He has his agents here. Well, by the Lord that 
made me, I will wipe them out ! ” 

In his blackest mood Rory visited the workshop next 
day, with his eyes open for trouble. As he was passing 
along beside the saws driven by horse-power he found a 
group of men idle. 

What does this mean? ” he cried. Why are you 
not working, Leon ? ” 

One can’t work without a saw,” said Leon coolly. 

The saw is broken.” 

Rory looked the saw over. Who was running this 
saw ? ” he demanded. 

“ Me,” answered Leon. The saw struck a knot and 
broke.” 

You mean to tell me the saw broke because it struck 
a knot.” 

Evidently,” replied Leon, with a shrug. 

Rory examined ihc break. There was no flaw visible. 

This saw has cut through lots of knots, no knot could 
break this saw.” 

Leon’s answer was a shrug of iridifference. 

Very well, we shall do this work by hand until the saw 
is repaired. Take these logs to the saw-pit and get at 
them by hand,” 

Leon did not move. 

Do you hear me ? ” 

I heard ! ” 

Then move ! ” 

I don’t care to do the work of a horse.” 

Then,” said Rory in a fury, “ get out of this shop at 
once.” 

Bien ! At my convenience,” said Leon. 

No ! Now and quick ! ” 

Leon stood with his hands in his pockets. 

Rory leaped at him, caught him by the collar of his 
bucksHn slurt, and hurled him backward over a pile of 
lumber. 
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like a cat Leon rose to his feet, and like a cat came 
slowly towards Roiy. “ You put your hand on Leon 
Tremblay,” he said in a voice hoarse with passion. 

The man that puts his hand on Leon Tremblay caimot 
live.” 

“ Get out of this shed ! ” cried Rory. “ And quick ! ” 

Leon continued his cat-like movements, circling round 
him, then suddenly leaped. But Rory easily avoided his 
leap and swinging upon him as he passed caught him in 
the ear. Leon pitched forward into the sawdust. 

But again he was on his feet and coming. 

“ You would, would you ? ” said Rory, flinging his self- 
control to the winds. “ I know you, Tremblay, I have 
had my eye on you for some time, and now I am going to 
settle with you. I give you one more chance. Wm you 
take your chance and go out on your own feet ? If not, 
they will carry you out feet first. Will you go ? ” 

Leon paused a moment as if considering the matter. 
Then with a sudden resolve he came again with the 
terrible lache of the fighting voyageur. But Rory knew 
that trick and every other trick of the rough-and-tumble 
fighter of the camp. Besides, he had learned to be master 
of his hands. In three minutes Leon with his face bat- 
tered to a bleeding pulp lay insensible. 

“ Garry him out ! ” shouted Rory, beside himself with 
.rage. “ You ! And you ! And you ! The rest of you 
get to the saw. Jump ! ” 

And jump they certainly did. 

Throughout the shed a himdred men had watched the 
encounter. A workman with mallet and chisel in his 
hands stood gaping. 

“ Get to your work,” ordered Rojy, moving swiftly 
towards him with an aspect so terrible that the man 
sprang to his bench and to his task. All through the shop 
everyone, and with feverish haste, got to their various jobs. 

After dinner hour in the eating-shed Rory called all the 
workmen together, his mood of black fury stiU upon him. 

“ I have one thing to say, and only one,” he said. 
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“ The men who are prepared to give me their best work 
psiss through that door.“ With rigid arm and finger he 
pointed to the door leading to the workshop. “ The men 
who are not prepared to give me their best work get out 
through that door.” His rigid arm pointed to the exit to 
the street. “ But before you go, if any man thinks he can 
fight me, come up and stand before me now.” 

No man moved. 

“ Listen, you dogs, if any two men think they can fight 
me, let them come up now.” Still no man moved. 
“ Then get to your work.” 

At once there was a prompt movement towards the 
workshop door. Beside the door Rory, face white and 
eyes aflame, stood watching the men as they filed past. 

“ Polydore ! Arsfene ! Theophile ! Damase ! Aris- 
tide ! ” and so on he went, calling his foremen. “ Gome 
into the office.” 

With anxious, uneasy eyes his foremen stood gazing at 
their boss in the office. 

“ You have not kept these men at their work. Why 
not ? ” 

“ Oh, mon capitaine ! What can one do ? ” answered 
Polydore. “ They will not.” 

“ Kill them ! ” shouted Rory. “ There is a war com- 
ing. It is swiftly moving towards us. I have seen their 
soldiers marching. Let us begin a war here and now. 
The man refusing to work is an enemy to his coimtry 
and to me. Throw him out ! If he refuses to go, kill 
him 1 ” 

“ Is that all, mon capitaine ? ” 

“ That is all. Go ! If you can’t get these men to give 
me their best work you are all no use to me.” 

By the second day the work at the shop was going again 
at top speed. True, Polydore Hanunel had the great joy 

seeing three men carried out of the workshop feet &st. 
“ G’est la guerre ! ” was his only remark as he dealt wiffi 
them one by one. 

A week later Hectca: returned. Immediately in his 
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home there was a complete change of attitude and of 
spirit, and on the occasion of his first visit Rory became 
acutely conscious of it. Madame Fraser was distinctly 
chilly in her greeting, Heloise was puzzled and dis- 
traught. Even Simon was in a doubtful mood. Hector 
himself was not present that night, but after a few min- 
utes Rory began to feel that his presence in that house was 
no longer possible. With a heart full of bitterness he 
made Ms farewell and left the Fraser drawing-room, not 
to return till many months had passed, until he and they 
had suffered terrible experiences. 

Simon, however, followed Mm from the room. Gome 
into the office, lad,’’ he said. And there, man to man, the 
old man and the young talked their hearts out one to the 
other. 

“ These are the facts, Cousin Simon, as I remember 
them. You will take my word for it that I speak truly. I 
confess to you that I was carried away by rage, and let 
the words loose like a fool. But when I heard that great 
American leader addressing three thousand American 
people and quoting a Canadian for the statement that 
multitudes of my countrymen here were anxious to change 
British for American rule, something burst in my head 
and I was ready to kill.” 

“ Ay,” said Simon sadly. ‘‘ These are killing days, but 
I don’t understand, Roy, why you told me not long ago 
that you did not believe Hector could be untrue to Ms 
country.” 

“ Understand me, Simon, I am not accusing Hector of 
treachery, I am accusing Mm of being a fool, for any man 
who thinks that any large number of my fellow-Frencfa 
Canadians hope to establish an independent Government 
with the help of the United States of America is a fooL 
Hector, I grant you, is sincere enough, but he has allowed 
Ms hatred of Britain, and, I will add, his ambition, to bind 
Mm.’" 

“ And Jason, what of Mm ? "" asked Simon. 

Jason ! Cousin Simon, I am speaking honestly. You 

X 
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are the only man in the world I can call my fidend, 
perhaps after to-day I can no longer call you that, but I 
must speak truly* Jason is an American to the core of his 
heart, I don’t blame him for his enthusiasm. He is a 
naval officer, he holds a high place in the regard of 
Commodore Rodgers. He is ambitious and he hato 
Britain. He has a great admiration for Hector, and I 
believe he is madly in love with Hdoise. But no man 
sees more clearly the mad folly of Hector’s dream, but he 
wants to hold Hector and to use Hector, so he joins in the 
chant ‘ Emancipation, not Conquest.’ ” 

I have feared so,” groaned Simon. ‘‘ God help me, 
what can I do ? My son and my daughter, I have lost 
them both ! What can I do ? What can I do ? ” 
Cousin Simon,” said Rory, “ I am a young man and 
at times a fool, but if I might offer you my opinion it is 
this. At the first real touch of war, tHs dream of Hector’s 
will utterly fade Hke a mist before the sun. Give us two 
months of war and there will not be an advocate of 
independence left in Canada, nor will there be a living 
American that wiU suggest anything but the incorporating 
of Canada into the American Union.” 

Lad,” said Simon, I believe you have the truth. If 
we can only save the boy in the meantime from some mad 
act of folly that will compromise him ! Rory, promise me 
this. You will help me to save Hector. I am asking 
much from you, I know. Oh, I am not blind to the 
fact that you both love the same girl. I am asking you to 
help me to save my son. Will you do this ? ” 

Cousin Simon, it is not a hard thing you ask me. I 
don’t hate Hector, and, as for Madeleine, I have given 
up that folly. She is not for me.” 

Then, Rory, will you listen to me and I will tell you 
what has been long upon my mind. I have a very large 
busings I how much wiU survive the war I cannot t^, 
but it has been in my mind to associate you with myself. 
You have two great gffis for the making of a business man : 
you axe loyal to the heart, and so men trust you ; and you 
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have the power of persuading men to your will. If we 
both come through the war it is still my purpose to associ- 
ate you with me. Hector will have his own share, and if 
this marriage goes through he will need little help from 
his father. That is my purpose and that is my offer,” 
said Simon, holding out his hand to Rory. 

Silently Rory seized the offered hand. “ I cannot speak 
to you. Cousin Simon,” he said, “ except to say this, that 
you have given me to-day the thing I most needed in the 
world, the confidence of a man I respect above all other 
men, and I would like to think, too, the love.” 

” You have used the word, Rory,” answered Simon. 
“ It is a hard word to get a Scot to use. But the thing that 
is in my heart to you I can call by no other word. You 
are as a son to me.” 

They stood gazing into each other’s eyes for a few 
moments. There were no further words between them. 


CHAPTER XXII 

T owards the end of March the Governor sum- 
moned the Legislature of Quebec. The membere 
of the House of Assembly came together with a certain 
amount of trepidation, but to their amazed delight, and 
to the delight of the whole country, the Assembly fell under 
the spell of the new Governor’s persuasive oratory, and 
finished their work with complete harmony. A Militia 
Bill was passed by which every male in the country, 
between sixteen and sixty, was liable to military service. 
This produced a Sedentary Militia enrolment of 60,000 
firom which by ballot an embodied militia could be selected 
giving a force of 13,500 men, ready for immediate military 
service. In addition a large sum of money was voted for 
defence. The whole country was proud of its Legislature 
and loud in the praise of its affable and courteous 
Govemor-Genaral. 

Following the pasdng of the Militia Act there was an 
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immediate revival of enlistment. The cities of Quebec, 
Three Rivers and Montreal vied with one another in their 
militaiy ardour. Not so, however, the country parishes. 
In a few weeks the enrolment for the Sedentary Militia 
in the country districts came to a halt. Indeed Rory 
reported to the Governor, from different parishes, open 
opposition to recruiting. The most conspicuous example 
of this open resistance was found in Pointe Claire in the 
vicinity of Montreal. But a riot of disaffected habitants 
there was easily suppressed, with the loss of only one life 
— ^that of the ex-priest, Leon Tremblay. And there was 
no further trouble when that stormy spirit was at rest. 

Towards the end of May Louise VaDi^res and Madeleine 
Van Rancken, accompanied by her brother, Max, who had 
reasons of his own for the visit, had arrived at Malbaie to 
pay a long-promised visit to l^s Christine Nairne, who 
was confined to her home with a shzirp attack of rheu- 
matism. 

“ Now, my dear,” said Miss Christine, when they were 
for the first time alone in her boudoir. “ I am dying for 
news. I want all the scandal of the Chateau of course, but 
first I want to hear about your love affairs, you bad 
girl. I am quite disgusted with your dilly-dallying as 
you do.” 

“ Dilly-dallying ? Me ? Not me ! my dear,” cried 
Maddeine gaily, holding up her third finger, on which 
glittered a very splendid ring. 

“ Why, my dear girl ! How did he ever muster up the 
courage? He is such a stupid gowk of a boy.” 

“ Courage ? Indeed Hector has never lacked courage,” 
said Madeline with a gay laugh. 

Miss Christine's face went white. 

“ Oh, my God ! Hector ! ” 

“ And why not Hector ? ” said Madeleine, her head 
high in the air. 

“ But, Madeleine, you don’t love Hector. Don’t you 
dare to say so.” She eaught the girl’s arm in a grip that 
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reached the bone. Tell me,’’ she said, shaking her, 
“ tell me in God’s name, in God’s sight, you do not love 
Hector Fraser.” 

The girl, white and trembling, for a moment or two 
could not find words. Then finally she twisted her arm 
free from Miss Christine’s grip and with cheeks flaming 
with sudden red she cried : 

How dare you ask such a question ! You insult me ! 
I will not allow you to speak to me so.” 

For a long moment Miss Christine let her eyes rest upon 
the girl’s flushed face. 

You need not answer, Madeleine,” she said at length. 

Oh, fool ! A little pride ! A little anger ! A little 
spite ! And then years of slow heartache and unavailing 
regret. Do you see these lines, these grey hairs. Not 
age, but the slow agony of a breaking heart. Leave me 
for a little. God pity and help you ! ” 

The red flush of anger faded from the younger girl’s 
face, the blood ebbed slowly from her cheeks. Fear, 
dismay, horror looked through the wide blue eyes, but 
no words could she find. Slowly she turned and left the 
room. 

But an hour later when she met the family circle at the 
tea-table she carried her head high, her eyes were alight, 
her cheeks glowing, her voice buoyant with gladness. 

Miss Christine was not deceived, the girl was travelling 
a path too well known to her. But she forbore to ask 
further questions in the meantime. 

Later in the evening, as Miss Christine was about to 
retire, in answer to a bell there came into her room a little 
lady dressed in black with a fichu of white muslin crossed 
on her breast. When in the soft habitant speech the little 
lady addressed Madeleine all the girl’s pride passed out of 
her face. 

Oh, it is you,” she said, with a catch in her voice, 
and stood trembling. 

** The last time I saw you, you greeted me with a kiss,” 
said the little lady gently. 
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“ May I ? ” asked Madeleine, and stooping kissed her 
on either cheek. 

“ Mrs. Fraser is helping to take care of me,” said Miss 
Christine. “ No one has hands like her hands. The pain 
flies before her fingers.” 

Meantime the littie lady’s black eyes had been searching 
Madeleine’s pale face. “ You are not well, my dear,” 
she said. 

“ And serves her right too,” said Miss Christine. 
“ She’s got herself engaged to Hector Fraser, think of 
that ! ” 

Swiftly the hands of the little lady went to her breast, 
swiftly her black eyes went to the girl’s face. “ You 
are not happy,” she said gently. “ You do not love him. 
I win pray for you.” And firom the room she slipped likp 
a shadow. 

“ Poor dear,” said Miss Christine. “ She is much 
disturbed, and no wonder. But I am not going to worry 
myself. But — ^perhaps — ^if someone had hdped me — I 
might have been spared long years of sorrow. No ! Not 
a word ! Don’t speak to me ! And you need not lie to 
me — ^not more than you have to.” 

At this point the young Seigneur came in with Afiss 
Louise VaJliferes. 

“ Tell me some gossip,” insisted Miss Christine. “ I 
am dying for scandal. They say the new Governor is very 
charming and popular with the ladies.” 

But somehow the talk ever drifted back to the war. 

“ What will be the result of it ? ” asked Miss 
Christine. 

“ It will be independence for Canada, of course,” said 
Madeldne. “ That is what we wish.” 

“Listen to me,” cried Mademoiselle Louise indig- 
nantly. “This foolish enfant is replete with one iSk 
fixe. Independence ! Imagine to be in the hands of 
the canaille of Quebec. Not for me ! Sooner would I 
go out with a rifle myself.” Miss Louise was much 
excited. 
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“ Hooray ! ” cried Seigneur Tom, looMng at the girl 
with great admiration. 

“ Independence ! Why,” said Miss Chiistine, “ this 
young lady is trying to make us believe that her American 
friend have only one purpose in war, the independence 
of Canada from British rule.” 

“ All my friends say so,” Madeleine insisted. 

“ My dear young lady,” said Tom, “ let us talk about 
the phases of the moon, about which you and I know a 
great deal more than we do about independence. Phut ! 
My dear yoimg lady, the talk of independence for 
Canada is sheer nonsense, and for two very good and 
suflScient reasons. First, we French Canadians, and 
English as well, do not want it, and second, you Americans 
would not think of giving it to us. I need not add a third 
and very sufficient reason, namely, that Great Britain will 
have something to say about it. Only fools, Canadian 
fools I mean,” said Tom, with a gallant bow to 
Madeleine, “ talk of this, and very few of them. I 
venture to say,” continued Tom, “ that your brother 
here, whom I discover to be a sensible young man, 
has no faith in the American purpose to help Canada 
to independence.” 

“ I cannot say that I agree with my sister in this,” said 
Max. ‘ ‘ Certamly the American Government has no such 
idea in its mind.” 

After they had retired to their various rooms, Madeleine 
in her night-robe slipped in again to Miss Christine’s 
baiside. 

“ Do not hate me,” she whispered, with her arms round 
Christine’s neck. “ Do not hate me.” 

“ How can I hate you, my dear ? ” said Miss Chris- 
tine. 

“ And do not think I am unhappy. Hector is really a 
very splendid man. And so good to me.” 

“ Heii^h ! Good to you ! Good night, you little fool.” 
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CHAPTER XXIII 

J OSETTE’S first duty on her return to the city was to 
find her brother, Alain. This was no easy matter. 
Her aunt knew nothing of his doings and goings. Father 
Le Blanc, the family confessor, had lost touch with him. 
The students of the College had not seen him for a 
fortnight. 

Hector will know,” said Josette to Rory. If I 
could only find Hector.” 

“ I may find him for you,” said Rory, and went straight 
to Heloise. 

Heloise received him with a heart full of grateful love. 
Hector has told me,” she said. He has told me 
and he has no blame for you, but it is terribly sad for us. 
Yes, I know where Alain is. He is acting as coureur for 
Hector between Albany and this country. Oh, it is all 
mad folly, and I think Hector himself is beginning to see, 
but he is desperately proud and he hates to acknowledge 
defeat. The new Governor has killed the independence 
movement in this country by his generous treatment of 
the French people. But about Alain, the boy is mad for 
Hector, but he is very unhappy and chiefly because 
of you. I expect him to-night. I will have him meet 
you in Father’s office. I am sorry I cannot ask you to 
come here. Poor dear maman, you must not blame 
her.” 

Blame her ? ” said Rory. She has only one son. 
Thank you for your help, Heloise, I shall meet Alain 
to-night.” 

It was not hard to persuade Alain to abandon the 
independence movement. He was thoroughly sick of 
it, and had already begun to realize its futility. 

I will give you something worth while doing. Tlie 
Governor wants coureurs to carry despatches to Upper 
Canada. Thexe is not a better ruimer in the country 
than you, Alain, and I know I can trust you.” 
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“ Trust me,” murmured the boy, with a sudden break 
in his voice. 

“ Yes, Alain ! The past is done. Your head went 
wrong, but your heart was always right.” 

So Josette went back to Malbaie with her heart at rest 
about her brother, and Rory to his bateaux transportation 
to the Richelieu and the Upper St. Lawrence. 

Very doubtful of himself and with little interest in life, 
Alain took up the new work assigned him. Arduous it 
was and almost without rest. The trails were thick these 
days with coureurs carrying cautionary despatches from 
the Governor to General Brock in Upper Canada, and 
bringing back respectful and diplomatic replies from 
Brock, who was gradually learning the wisdom of report- 
ing to the Governor his plans, after they were well on 
their way to completion. 

On the first of June, 1812, President Madison signed the 
War Bill, passed by Congress. On the i8th of June he 
signed the Declaration of War against Great Britain. 

Some twelve days later Rory, recalled from the Riche- 
lieu Valley by an order from the Governor-General, 
dropped into Simon Fraser’s office to find that gentleman 
in a state of tremendous excitement. 

“ Look at this ! ” cried Simon, spreading open before 
Rory’s eyes a letter from a business correspondent in the 
town of Niagara, Upper Canada. “ Look at this ! ” 

Rory glanced at it. “ Good heavens ! ” he cried. “ It 
has come 1 It is war ! ” He read further in the letter. 
“We have been at war for twelve days.” 

“ Gome with me,” said Simon. “ We will go to His 
Excellency.” 

The Governor-General read Simon’s letter with un- 
moved countenance. 

“ Yes,” he said, “ a similar letter reached me two 
days ago from my firiend, Mr. McGillivray of Forsythe, 
Richardson & Co., Montreal. This, of course, is not 
an official notice. Besides, I fully expect by the next 
diip the annoimcement of the rescinding of the Orders-in- 



5234 THE ROOK AND THE RIVER 

Council- I cannot believe the Americ^ Govemnaent 
will seriously contemplate entering hostilities in such a 
case. We must therefore still iise every effort to prevent 
the actual outbreak of war. As a matter of feet, I have 
just despatched an order to General Brock ur^g upon 
him the propriety of solely defensive operations. We 
must make every effort to prevent war.” 

“ Sir,” said Simon Fraser, rising to his feet, “ I ask no 
permission to say it : before God, it is your duty, and the 
duty of all the subjects of Britain, with all the power at 
our command, to make war. Anything else is criminal 
madness.” 

“ I cannot accept your judgment, sir,” replied the 
Governor. “ Good day.” 

Amazed, blind with rage, they left the Governor- 
General’s presence and returned to Simon’s office. There 
they found Alain waiting with a bundle of correspondence 
from Upper Canada for Simon. 

“ Ah,” cried Simon, seizing a large blue envdope and 
cutting it open, “ from my old friend, James Fairbaim of 
York. There will be news in this.” As he read his old 
fece began to glow, his eyes to gleam. Before he had read 
a full page his excitement overcame him. He sprang to 
his feet, smashed his fist upon the desk and cried : 

“ Thank God I There at least is a man ! Read this ! 
Read this ! Read it out, lad, if you can.” 

The letter contained a fegmentary but vivid outline of 
General Brock’s reaction to the news of the war just 
received. 

“June 26th. General Brock at York received letter 
sent by Mr. J. J. Astor of New York to Mr. Thomas Qark 
of Niagara announcing the dedaxation of war. Within 
four hours two companies of the 41st are despatched in 
boats to Niagara. A meeting of the Council is summoned. 
An extra session of the Legislature is called. Brock him- 
sdf embarks with his Brigadier Major Evans and his aide- 
de-camp Captain Clegg of Fort George, Niagara, in an 
open boat thirty miles across the lake. An order is des- 
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patched to Captain Roberts at St. Joseph’s Isle to give 
effect to orders already in his hands for the capture of 
Fort Michilimackinac. June 27th. From Niagara a 
general order is issued to all commanding olEcers with 
instructions for disposition of troops, etc. A meeting of 
the officers of all ranks and all forces called at Niagara. 
The general plan of campaign already prepared and 
agreed upon set in motion.” 

“ What do you think of that for two days’ work ? ” cried 
Simon. “ Thank God we have a man of action in this 
coimtry.” 

Rory read the letter through with s hining eyes. 

“ What a man to serve ! ” he said. He glanced at the 
date of the letter. “ Why, Alain, this letter is only four 
days old. How under the stm did you make the tiip in 
that time ? ” 

“ A sloop on Lake Ontario, three horses, three bateaux 
and a night’s running,” said Alain. 

“ By gad ! That is great running, boy,” said Rory, 

“ Rory,” said Simon solemnly, “ I should like to have 
you read that letter aloud to the Governor, if you daire.” 

“ If I dare ? ” cried Rory. “ I should like to stuff it 
down his throat.” 

“ Come away, then,” said Simon. “ We will be doing 
that same thing, in a figurative way of course.” 

The Governor was apparently much surprised and not 
a little disturbed at the reappearance of Ms two visitors, 
who with such scant courtesy had left him only a few 
minutes earlier. 

“ There is a letter here, your Excellency,” said Simon, 
in his grandest and most courteous manner. “ There 
is a private letter here wMch has just come by courier 
from Niagara, wMch I think you would be delighted to 
read. It will save time, perhaps, if my young fiiend 
should read a part of it to you.” 

The Governor bowed courteously and said, “ Read.” 

In a voice thrilling with emotion and trembling with 
hi^ excitement, Rory read aloud the impresdve list of 
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acts performed by General Brock within the twenty-four 
hours after he had received the news of the declaration 
of war. 

The Governor-General listened with careful attention. 

“ Ah/’ he said, General Brock is an officer of great 
energy. Somewhat precipitate, however. I do hope 
that nothing will be done to provoke hostilities.” 

Simon Fraser rose to his feet. “ And I hope to God,” he 
said, “ that General Brock will continue to fulfil in the 
same manner his duty to his King and country.” 

Of course,” said the Governor, ignoring Simon’s 
outburst, ‘‘ I shall summon the Legislature in a few 
weeks.” 

A few weeks ! A few weeks and war at our doors ! 
Sir,” implored Simon, why not immediately, as soon as 
it is possible ? ” 

“ Fraser, your eager loyalty does you credit. But 
diplomacy demands careful study of the whole situation.” 

Simon left him with a profound bow. 

With a letter to Miss Christine, Rory despatched Alain 
to Malbaie. 

‘‘ Take two days’ rest,” he said. You have earned 
it and you need it. We shall have something for you on 
your return.” 

The news of the declaration of war had not yet 
penetrated to that village. Miss Christine’s visitors 
were still lingering in the delightfiil surroundings of 
Malbaie. 

The advent of Alain injected a new element into the 
peaceful atmosphere of this lovely and remote seigneury. 
He had been ^owed to carry with him the momentous 
war letter received by Simon Fraser. It was as if a Kve 
bomb had fallen upon the roof of the Nairne Manor 
household. The fact of war obliterated all other con- 
siderations, transformed their relations one to another and 
disrupted all their plans. 

How can I most speedily reach Quebec ? ” a^ked Max 
of the young Se^eur. 
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“ My sail-boat would be at your disposal, but I shall 
need it myself as soon as I can make arrangements for my 
departure,” replied Tom. 

“ There is Alain’s boat,” said his sister. “ Why not go 
with him ? ” 

And so it was arranged. Alain was due to leave for 
Quebec within twenty-four hours. Those twenty-four 
hours were charged with momentous issues for several 
members of the party. Tom Nairne had many duties 
calling for immediate attention, but these did not prevent 
a final stroll with Miss Louise by the banks of the Malbaie 
river. 

As for Max, he disappeared firom the Naime household 
in the early forenoon for a final exploration of the summit 
of Cap a I’Aigle in which Josette had promised to be his 
guide. 

Leaving these two parties to their own devices. Miss 
Christine kept Alain beside her for the greater part of the 
day, listening to his recital of the stirring events taking 
place in Upper Canada which it had been his privilege to 
witness, and which he described with dramatic vigour to 
the ladies of the Nairne household. 


CHAPTER XXIV 

M ention of Hector’s name by Miss Christine 
brought firom Alain an inquiry : 

“ Does anybody know where Hector is ? ” 

After a moment’s hesitation Madeleine made reply : 
“ Hector is in Albany.” 

“ I wish he could see Brock in action,” said the boy. 
“ I wish he could see these people of Upper Canada. 
The whole world is different to me now. I used to think 
Canada was Quebec, that Canadians were French ; I 
know now that Canada is bigger than Quebec and tihat 
there are Eng lish as wdU as French Canadians.” 

Early next morning Alain and his party set off on thdr 
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return to the city. Tom became almost hilarious at the 
prospect of early military service. Max with sober face 
and set jaw was silent as usual. 

“ Is he happy, Josette ? ” whispered Miss Christine to 
the girl. 

“ Not quite,” replied Josette, with a little smile. “ But 
he is only a boy,” she added, a note of pity in her voice. 

But when Madeleine was saying good-bye she clung 
weeping to Miss Christine. 

“ Oh, this cruel war ! ” she moaned ; “ but you will 
love me always. I could not bear it if you ceased to love 
me. 

“ Of coTirse I will love you,” said Christine. “ What 
difference does war make to love ? But, my dear, my 
love is not enough for you.” 

To this Madeleine made no reply, only climg more 
closely. 

On August 1st the Quebec Legislature met in Session. 
With a unanimity that amazed themselves and the whole 
coimtry as well, they passed, with practical imanimity, 
what was known as the Army Bills Act. By this Act the 
Legislature authorized the issue of $1,250,000, for war 
expenditure, guaranteeing an annual interest of $7,500. 
These Army Bills running from $2,500 upward never for 
a day lost their face value. Indeed they acquired a 5-per- 
cent. premium over gold. It was an astonishing achieve- 
ment. 

The enthusiasm of the Legislature was reflected through- 
out the whole coxmtry. The enrolment of the militia 
proceeded with the utmost celerity. 

During the campaign of 1812 the fighting was confined 
chiefly to Upper Canada, reports of which were carried by 
r unn ers to Montreal and Quebec and disseminated among 
the people by means of the Press, and through private 
correspondence. The business letters of almost every 
merchant became budgets of war news as well. Simon 
Fraser’s store was transft»rmed into a bureau of war 
intelligence. Every Friday night the store was packed 
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with eager habitants waiting for war news through Simon’s 
business letters. 

The budget of the evening of August 21st brought a 
record of victories for the British troops beyond the wildest 
hopes of the most optimistic of the British. The record 
was without comment and took the form of a catalogue, 
terse and statistical, of the happenings of the war. 

The unbelievable news of the capture of Fort Detroit 
turned out to be true. The amazement of the American 
army was hardly less than that of the British themselves. 
The “ exterminating ” General had discovered, to the 
Government that had appointed him, his utter incapacity 
and his total lack of courage. 

Hence it came that on an early day in September, 
through the crowded streets of Montreal, General Hull 
and his captured troops were paraded to the ironic strains 
of “ Yankee Doodle.” But the party had not proceeded 
far un til the indignation of many of the citizens of 
Montreal found expression in a vigorous protest by a 
yotmg militia officer, who approached the leader of the 
band and tirged a change of time. 

“ It is not the fault of these soldiers that they are here,” 
said the young officer. “ It is a shame that they should 
have to bear this humiliation due not to any fault of theirs, 
but to the weak and cowardly conduct of their command- 
ing officer.” 

Immediately the music was changed and the party 
proceeded down the street to the strains of the regimentsd 
march of the gallant 49th, accompanied by the cheers of 
the generous-hearted populace of Montreal. 

“ Who is that youngster ? ” inquired the officer in 
charge. 

“ Oh, he is a young French Canadian, Lieutenant 
Papin^u.” 

“ Well, he is the right stuff, by gad ! ” said the officer. 

The young Se^neur of Malbaie was granted a few days’ 
leave on the occaaon of his viat to Montreal. He was 
ftntunate enough to meet Red Rory, who Imppened to be 



240 THE ROCK AND THE RIVER 

in the city with Simon Fraser’s yacht the “ Firefly,” and 
who gladly offered to transport him to his home in 
Malbaie. 

The meeting of Tom Nairne with his family was full of 
mingled emotion of joy and grief, of pride and fear ; but 
when the time came for the lady of the Manor to bid her 
son farewell she showed herself worthy of the finest tra- 
ditions of her race. Grief there was that left her face as 
pale as that of the dead, but there were no tears. 

“ Good-bye, my son,” she said, with solemn bene- 
diction. “ I leave you in God’s keeping ! come life, come 
death, you will be safe.” 

Nor could anyone persuade her but that she would see 
her son’s face no more. 

A month later Captain Thomas Naime, declining an 
offer of his retirement on half-pay, for which some months 
previously he had made application, accepted a command 
in Brock’s own regiment, the gallant 49th, and was placed 
in charge of the transport between Kingston and Montreal. 

The Armistice, which closed on the 17th of September, 
brought disaster to the British cause. For whereas the 
force opposing General Brock at Queenston before the 
Armistice numbered 700 men, after the Armistice, such 
were the one-sided terms agreed to by General Prevost, 
the force opposing Brock at Queenston numbered 7,000 
men. Nevertheless, with unabated zeal and courage 
Brock set himself to the seemingly desperate task of de- 
fending a frontier of thirty-six miles along a narrow river, 
with some 1,200 soldiers assisted by about 300 Indians, 
against the threatened invasion of about 8,000 troops. 

On the 17th October Alain McNab, his face white and 
stricken, stumbled into Simon Fraser’s store with his 
budget of despatches. The boy looked older by ten years. 

With shaking fingers he handed Simon his budget and 
sank trembling upon a box close by. One of the letters 
was heavily edged with black. 

“ You are feir done, lad,” said Simon kindly. “ Air- 
drie, a glass of the Drumforgie for Alain here.” 
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Airdrie hesitated, glancing round upon the assembled 
company. 

“ At once ! ” ordered Simon in a voice not to be dis- 
obeyed, and Airdrie brought forth with some reluctance 
the precious draught. “ Now the Lord preserve us,” 
said Simon, as he took the black-edged letter in his 
hand. “ What can be the meaning of this emblem of 
woe ? ” 

The men filling the store in expectation of news fi’om 
the weekly budget stood in awed silence, waiting the 
breaking of the seal. 

A single sentence Simon read, and let the letter fall 
from his hand. “ Now God pity us,” he said brokenly. 
“ He ri dead ! General Brock is dead ! ” 

The silence in the room was an eloquent tribute to the 
memory of the great soldier, who had made for himself 
a name with Canadians of every race that would never 
fade. , 

With trembling hands Simon lifted again the letter and 
read to the close. “ There has been a victory,” he said, 
“ a great victory at Qpeenston. The invaders attacking 
in overwhelming numbers were driven back with heavy 
losses. But God pity us, and God help us ! General 
Brock is no more ! Now what will Canada do ? ” 

“ Fight on ! ” cried young Alain, springing to his 
feet. “ It is what every soldier in Upper Canada says. 
Sacrr-r-6 toimerre ! Vive la guerre I ” he shout^, 
flinging his hand above his head. 

The word was like a torch to powder. 

“ Vive la guerre ! ” 

“ Revanche ! ” 

“ Vive le general Brock ! ” 

In many tones and with varied exclamations the 
habitants expressed their deep emotions. 

General Brock was English of the English. They were 
French, but this man had died for Gana^, and in s hari ng 
this great loss they were neither French nor English, just 
Canadians. It was the beginning of a tmited Canada. 



242 THE ROCK AND THE RIVER 

“ CJome with me to dinner,” said Simon, putting his 
arm about the lad, and leading him off to his house. 

There, in the presence of Madame Fraser and Hdoise 
Alain recited the story of the fight at Queenston. He had 
been a runner for Brock during the fight. With all the 
passionate and dramatic fervour of race, the boy 
poured forth his tale. 

When he had finished, Madame Fraser ran to him with 
hands outstretched and, taking him in her arms, cried in 
her own tongue : 

“ My boy, my boy ! You have a hero’s heart, but you 
are an artist as well. You make your story live in my 
heart. Oh, Simon,” she cried, turning to her husband, 
“ if only Hector could have heard that.” 

“ Ah ! ” groaned Simon. “ If he could only have 
heard that.” 

That Hector was not in this conflict for his country was 
an ever-growing grief and shame to Simon Fraser and the 
members of his family. 


CHAPTER XXV 

T he war had been in progress for nearly five months, 
but its operations had been confined entirely to 
UppCT Canada. On the Quebec firontier tha*e was great 
activity. General Dearborn, the Commander-in-Chirf 
of the American forces, was himself an old man, and 
though a soldier of the Revolutionary war, had never 
received any training to speak of in military affairs. This 
proved to him a very serious handicap in his position as 
gencr^ executive of the American land forces. In 
zcddition to this he was excessively fat, so much so indeed 
that he found it difficult to secure a horse of sufficient 
strergffi to carry him, and having foimd such a horse it 
was with great difficulty that he could mount him, and 
havir^ mounted him he found it almost imposfible to 
remain in the saddle more than an hour or two at a time. 
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Indeed a special carriage had to be built for Mm to 
enable him to accompany the army upon its movements. 

General Dearborn, after abandoning Greenbush, his 
film Headquarters, and the mob of patriotic men as- 
sembled there for military service from difierent parts 
of the United States, selected Plattsburg as battle Head- 
quarters and there proceeded to make and shape the 
Army of the North, whose objective was the Canadian 
border, though at what point the incursion should be 
made into the enemy’s country was as yet uncertain. 

During the filve months wMch he spent in practising 
army manoeuvres, and in preparing his soldiers for active 
warfare, the people of Quebec were kept in a continuous 
state of anxiety, uncertain as to the point at wMch the 
coming blow would fall. Governor Prevost was doubt- 
ful whether the attack should come from Plattsburg, 
overland to a point on the St. Lawrence river near 
Montreal, or whether it was Dearborn’s purpose to efifect 
a junction with the left wing of his great army now 
quartered at Sacketts Harbour, busily engaged in con- 
structing bateaux for the descent of the St. Lawrence to 
Isle Peirot, from which point the united forces would 
deliver the blow. 

In consultation with M^or de Salaberry, who was 
entrusted with the defence of that section of the frontier 
directly fronting the city of Montreal, he resolved to 
despatch Red Rory to the American border to gather- 
such information as he could as to General Dearborn’s 
plans and purposes. 

“ I give you carte blanche,” said the Governor, but I 
suggest that you visit fibrst Burlington, wMch I understand 
is becoming a very large and important depot for military 
store and equipment, then Plattsburg, wMch is the train- 
ing camp for GenerM Dearborn’s army, and if necessary 
Albany itself.” 

When Simon Fraser learned of Rory’s mission he 
brought him into Ms office. You are going to Albany,’^ 
he said* 
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That I don’t know/’ replied Rory, but the Governor 
suggests that a visit to that city might be necessary.” 

Hector is in Albany/’ said Simon, and his mother 
is breaking her heart about him. We hear very seldom 
from him. If he were only at the war she would be con- 
tent. It is the shame of it, together with the terrible 
uncertainty, that is breaking her heart.” 

Does Hector wish to return ? ” asked Rory. 

That I cannot say, but from his letters it is easy to see 
that he carries an unhappy heart. He is coming to see,” 
Simon continued, “ the folly of his dream of independence 
for Canada. The Pointe Claire fiasco opened Ins eyes to 
a certain extent. Oh, I know all about that, Rory, and 
the Governor knows it too.” 

What would Hector do if he returned ? Would the 
Governor trust him with any position ? ” 

I feel sure he would/’ said Simon. “ He practically 
told me so.” 

Hector does not like me,” said Rory. In fact I 
am afraid he hates me.” 

I think he has changed in that regard too, but I wish 
you could drop in and see Hector’s mother before you go.” 

Oh,” said Rory, “ I can hardly do that. You know 
how she feels towards me.” 

Rory, there is a change there also. Her heart is 
weary with grief. Would you not come home with me ? ” 
The old man’s face was lined with grief, 

** I will come,” said Rory. 

And that night after nearly five months’ absence he 
entered again Simon Fraser’s house. The change in the 
lady of the house shocked Rory inexpressibly. Madame 
Fraser appeared for the first time in her life an aged and 
broken woman. All her gay sprightliness was gone, she 
walked feebly, leaning heavily on her staff, and out of her 
ey^ peered a wistful and anxious soul. 

Hflo&e, too, had lost much of the vivacity of manner 
ffiat had marked her for the last year. The lines of 
anxiety and grief were plainly visible on her face too. 
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After dinner they sat for a time round the fire talking 
about the one subject ever uppermost in their minds, the 
war. 

Simon tells me that you are going to Albany,’^ said 
Madame Fraser. 

It is possible that I may go to Albany,^^ he said. 

Oh, if it is possible,” she said, “ if you could only see 
Hector. He is very unhappy. He is very disappointed 
and I believe just longing to return home, but he cannot 
find a way. But if you could see him, could tell him how 
we long for him and you could persuade him to come ! 

Yes, Rory,” said Heloise. And Jason would help 
you in that.” 

Rory was not too sure about Jason, but he could not 
add to this girl’s grief by telling her so. 

I will go to Albany,” he said, and I will see Hector 
and tell him that you — ^that you all want him home.” 

Oh, would you ? ” cried Madame Fraser, the tears 
springing to her eyes. I would bless you for that, I 
would keep you ever in my prayers.” 

And you may assure him, Rory,” said Simon, that 
there will be no diflficulty with the Government. I can 
promise him that.” 

Rory experienced little difficulty in making his entry 
either to the depot at Burlington or to the camp at Platts- 
burg ; both were apparently wide open to any who 
cared to enter. There was an almost entire lack of 
military order or discipline. Soldiers came and went 
individually and by companies according to their will, 
and Rory had no difficulty in securing what information 
he desired, as far as such information was known to the 
soldiers or officers of the army. 

After a week in each camp, Rory proceeded to Albany, 
the capital city of New York State. 

The war so far had brought to the American people 
nothing but humiliation. A long list of reverses, some of 
them attended with disgraceful exhibitions of incom- 
petence and cowardice on the part of the officers, had 
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marked the whole course of the war till the present time. 
At St. Regis for the first time victory had perched upon 
the banners of the American army. Now the tide had 
turned and Albany was registering its passionate and 
patriotic delight at the first victory attained by the army 
of the Republic. 

As Rory stood among the crowd lining the street he 
tried to gather information in regard to the victory 
achieved. There was little definite knowledge to be had. 

Here they are,” cried a voice, as the sound of music 
came floating down the street. With banners flying and 
regimental bands blaring, the State troops came, leading 
the procession. Following them Major Young, the officer 
commanding the victorious column, bearing aloft the 

captured stand of colours ” which turned out to be a 
rather small British ensign. Then came the captured 
voyageurs. 

As Rory turned away from the procession he felt a touch 
upon his arm, and turning beheld the face of Madeleine, 
Placing her finger upon her lips she whispered : 

Gome with me.” 

He followed her into a quiet street, when she turned to 
him anxiously. 

What are you doing here, Rory ? Don^t you know 
you are in great danger ? Many people might recognize 
you. You should not be here. Oh, why did you come 
here ? ” Her face was pale and full of anxiety. 

I came to see Hector,” he replied briefly. 

Hector ? What do you want with Hector ? ” 

** I want him to come home where he belongs. His 
father, his mother, his sister are grieving their hearts out 
for him. What is he doing here ? ” 

Oh, he is doing nothing. He is very unhappy, he is 
very disappointed.” 

Gan I see him ? ” asked Rory. 

** Oh, Rory, it would be dangerous for you. Jason is 
here, he is about our house a great deal, and since things 
have been going so badly for our armies he is in a terrible 
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mood. In particular, he is enraged at the looseness of 
discipline which allows spies to go everywhere through 
the camps, and even in Albany here. He says he will 
get the next spy hanged. Oh, he is very difficult. I 
doubt if he would let Hector go back to Canada. But he 
would arrest you, Rory. You must not be seen. You 
must leave town to-night.” 

I have come to see Hector, and I must see him. I 
promised his mother.” 

“ I could bring him to our house this afternoon, Roiy,” 
said Madeleine, '' and you could leave the city to-night.” 

I will come to your house to-night, then,” he said. 

‘‘ No, Rory, you will come now. Everybody is at the 
parade. I have my buggy near at hand and will meet 
you at the next comer. I will take you to Max’s quarters, 
which are now empty, and there you can remain till 
to-night.” 

In a few minutes Madeleine appeared driving a smart 
buggy and a beautiful pair of ponies. After a drive of a 
mile or more along the avenue they drew up before a 
splendid stone structure with turrets and lofty gables, 
after the style of an English manor-house. By a side 
entrance, Madeleine led the way into the house through 
a small hall upstairs, and by a long corridor to a suite of 
rooms which constituted Max’s quarters. 

You win wait here,” she said to Rory, ushering him 
into a room. I will have your lunch sent to you, and 
Hector will come to you here. I wonder if you want 
anything or if I can do anything for you. You will find 
things to drink, I believe, in that cabinet.” 

** Thank you,” said Rory. You are exceedingly kind 
to me.” 

Kind ? ” cried the girl, a quick flush coming to her 
cheek. I wish I could be kind. Oh, I am so glad to 
see you, Rory.” Into her eyes there came a tender light 
of which she was quite unconscious, but it made Rory’s 
h^rt beat quicker. 

I want to hear all about the dear people in Qjiebec 
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and Malbaie,” she said, “ but I dare not stay now. I 
must go to find Hector. But I will come again, for I 
must hear about Miss Christine and Josette. Max told 
me a little, but only a little, poor boy, and I want to hear 
about— about your dear mother, Rory.” 

“ My mother,” said Rory in a low voice, which in spite 
of what he could do was hoarse and trembling. “ She 
does not forget you, Madeleine. She says — she says she 
is praying for you — she will always love you.” 

“ Love me ? ” said the girl softly. “ Does she love 
me?” 

“Why not?” said Rory. “Could she help loving 
you ? ” 

“ Oh, but, Rory, I— I was afiraid 

“ You need not be afiraid, Madeleine, she will always 
love you. She could not help it.” 

Madeleine sprang up hmrriedly. “ I must go and find 
Hector.” 

She returned in a very few minutes with a basket of 
cake and with something to drink. “ This is for you just 
now, Rory ; lunch will come in about an hour.” 

The General had brought home with him to lunch an 
old fiiend. Colonel Hooke by name. At lunch they 
talked about the great parade. 

Immediately after lunch Hector arrived and was greeted 
by General Van Rensselaer with cold courtesy. Made- 
leine found an early opportunity of taking him to Rory. 

“ What are you doing here ? ” asked Hector, both 
indignation and anxiety in his voice. “ You are mad to 
be here. There is a most violent hatred of spies animating 
our people, they are hunting them out like dogs. If tlw 
mob should ever see you they would tear you to pieces.’ 

“ He came to see you,” said Madeleine indignantly. 

“To see me? What does he_ want with me?” 

“ Your mother wants you,” said Rory. “ She is most 
unhappy, indeed she is quite ill.” 

“ 111,” said Hector in a hoarse voice, 
is ffl?” 


“ You say she 
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“ Yes,” answered Rory. “ She is ill in body and more 
in spirit. Her heart is breaking with grief. Tbe same is 
true of your father and of Heloise.” 

“ What do they want me to do ? ” asked Hector. 

“ They want you to go home.” 

“ Home ! ” cried Hector, a little wildly. “ Never 
again could I go home.” 

“ That is nonsense,” said Rory. “ It is quite possible 
for you to go home. Your father has seen General 
Prevost, and there is nothing to prevent your re- 
turn. The General said he would give you something 
to do ! ” 

“ War, I suppose,” said Hector scornfully. 

“ Yes ! ” rephed Rory. “ The only thing for a Can- 
adian who desires to save his country.” 

“ Save his country ! ” said Hector. “ Yes ! For 
England.” 

“ For Canada,” said Rory. “ You don’t know Canada, 
you only know a section of Canada. Let me tell you what 
happened to Alain.” 

“ Alain, poor boy ! What is he doing ? ” 

Then Rory gave a brief account of Alain’s work as a 
runner with General Brock, and he told it with dramatic 
force and vigour. 

In spite of himself Hector appeared to be moved, but 
he remained silent. 

A servant came to the door. 

“ Miss Madeleine,” he said, “ the General desires to 
see you.” 

“ Uncle Stephan,” she said. “ What does he want 
with me? Oh, I hear him coming, Rory.” 

“ Let him come,” said Rory. 

“ Madeleine, Jason is here with two men. He insists 
■ Ah ! ” he said, seeing Rory. “ Who is this gentle- 

man? ” 

“ Unde, he is a fiiend of mine from Qjiebec,” said 
Madeleine hastily. 

“ General Van Rensselaer, I am Roderick Lovat Fraser 
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of Malbaie- I have the honour to be a friend of Miss 
Van Rancken and a family friend of Hector,” 

Ah I ” said the General, bowing courteously, “ And 
your business 

“ To see Hector, uncle,” cried Madeleine. 

“And for what purpose?” asked the General. 

“ I am a messenger from his mother, indeed from his 
whole family. They want him to return home.” 

^‘And very rightly too, but I almost fear that it 
is too late. He is committed to us. You know, I 
suppose, that he is affianced to my niece. He has prac- 
tically repudiated allegiance to the Canadian Govern- 
ment.” 

“ I was not aware of that, sir,” said Rory. “ But if he 
did so he acted under a misapprehension.” 

“ Madeleine, am I right ? Is this not the young gentle- 
man, the young French Canadian, that spoke at the great 
meeting a year ago ? I remember you, sir,” continued 
the General, turning to Rory, “ and the very gallant 
stand you took on that occasion. A stand which I believe 
has been justified by events.” 

“ Hector was deceived, he was misled,” Rory said. 

“ But you, sir, you are a soldier in the Canadian army, 
I believe,” went on the General. 

“ I have that honour,” said Rory. 

“ Your name is not unknown to me. I have heard of 
you from Jason Appleby, who I believe regards you as a 
dangerous man. This is serious, Jason is downstairs 
and insists that there is a Canadian in the house, and 

doubdess he means to arrest this It is exceedingly 

awkward. I am an American citizen. I cannot harbour 

spi^.” 

“ I have told you, sir,” said Rory, “ my purpose was to 
bring Hector back home to his family, I give you my 
word I have no other purpose here.” 

** This is lexceedingly awkward. My duty is not clear 
to me, I must confess. If I consider you are a spy, I 
should at once arrest you.” 
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Oh, Uncle Stephan, Rory is no spy. I know him, 
I know him well. He is a dear friend of mine. He would 
not deceive me.” 

The General cast a keen glance upon her face. Ah,” 
he said. I remember. This is the young man who 
raced that wonderful mare.” 

“Yes,” cried Madeleine, the red coming into her 
cheeks. “Yes. He drove Vitesse. He is no spy.” 

“ I have done my work here. General,” said Rory, 
“ and, if Hector will come with me, we wUl with your 
permission depart. I should be sorry to expose you to 
criticism.” 

“ You cannot go together,” said the General. “ It 
would be too dangerous.” 

“ If Hector will give me his word that he will return to 
Canada I will take my leave at once. He can easily 
make his way.” 

“ Oh,” cried Madeleine. “ Yes, Hector. Tell him 
you will go.” 

“ You want me to ? asked Hector. 

“ Yes ! Oh, yes ! ” cried Madeleine. “ It is where 
you should be, you are unhappy here. Canada is your 
country.” 

“ Then,” said Hector in a bitter tone, “ to Canada I 
will go. I have no right here. This is not my country. 
I will go. And you, Madeleine ? ” 

I ! Does it matter about me now ? I — I can only 
wait here. Hector.” 

** You win wait here,” said Hector. “ How long ? ” 

** Oh, I cannot say ; certainly till the end of the war. 
What ^e can I do ? ” 

You might possibly come to Canada with me, Made- 
leine,” said Hector, with a note of appeal in his voice. 

“ Oh, no ! I could not do that ! ” cried the girl. 

Hector’s keen eyes read her face. His own face grew 
pale, his lips thin and blue. He turned to General Van 
Rensselaer- “ Then, General, I am ready to leave this 
country at once. This country has no place for me.” 
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The General bowed. “ I cannot deny that I tbiny 
you are right, sir.” 

Once more Hector turned to Madeleine. There was a 
wistfiil appeal in his eyes. 

“ Oh, Hector, never mind me. Never think of me. I 
shall be quite all right here with Uncle.” 

The eager light faded from Hector’s eyes. “ Yes ! ” he 
muttered. “You will be quite all right. I have long felt 
that.” He paused a few moments and then added in an 
undertone, as if to himself, “ Yes, quite all right, no matter 
what happened to me.” 

“ I mean. Hector ” broke in Madeleine. “ Oh, you 

know what I mean.” 

“ Yes,” said Hector. “ I know. My God ! I know 
only too well. General, I am ready. You make no 
olgections to me going ? ” 

“ Not at all. You are free to leave when you will. I 
fancy no one will object.” 

A knock came to the door; 

Madeleine opened it cautiously. Rory stepped quickly 
to the window, and stood with his back to the room. 

“ The General is here,” said Jason, coming into the 
room. “ Ah, sir, pardon me, I am in somewhat of a 
hurry. Oh, Hector, you here ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Madeleine. “ Hector is going to Canada. 
Yes, don’t you think that best ? ” 

“ He is not doing much good here,” said Jason. 

“ You were keen enough once for me to come,” said 
Hector. 

“ Ah, yes ! Quite true, but things have changed since 
then.” 

“ You need me no longer, the independence movement 
is dead.” 

“ Oh, the independence movement, one of the dreams 
that pa^ed, as all dreams must pass,” said Jascm 
lightly. 

“Yes, a dream that you never cherished, in spite of 
your protestations,” said Hector. 
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Wells I confess I never regarded it other than a 
pleasant dreams^’ he added with a smile. 

Then you deceived mej” said Hector. You de- 
liberately deceived mCs and now you confess yourself to 
be a liar, a damned Har ! ” 

I, like yourself, am an American citizen in my coun- 
try’s service. If I consider a man dangerous I would 
take care of him were he my own brother.” 

But Hector is no soldier ; he has not enlisted,” said 
the General. 

So I understand,” said Jason, a slight sneer curling 
his lips. 

He is a citizen only, and surely he can return to 
Canada. Many of the Canadians were allowed to 
return.” 

‘‘ Yes, some months ago,” replied Jason. But, there, 
I am not raising any objections to Hector’s return. He 
may return to-day for all I care.” 

Hush, Hector,” Madeleine cried as she saw the look 
on his face. That is settled then ! Thank you, Jason. 
You are very busy, you are about to leave.” 

I am waiting,” said Jason, for Mr. Roderick Lovat 
Fraser, whom I am delighted to see in this room.” 

Rory faced him and bowed low. 

** And your mission here in Albany ? ” inquired Jason. 

“ He has come for Hector,” cried Madeleine. 

For Hector ! You are a Canadian soldier,” said 
Jason. 

Canadian voltigeur,” replied Rory with a bow. 

** You are of the Int^gence Department, and indeed I 
believe you have won some distinction in that Depart- 
ment, In other words you are a spy. Pardon me, there 
is nothing wrong in that, I often act in the same capacity 
myself. It is interesting if somewhat precarious work.” 

“ He is not a spy here, Jason,” said Madeleine. I 
have just learned tihat Mr. Fraser came here for one pur- 
pose, and one purpose only. That purpose has nothing 
to do with war activities.” 
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“ Very interesting,” said Jason. “ You came strdght 
from Quebec to Albany ? ” 

“ Is this a cross-examination ? ” said Rory coolly. 

“ No,” said Jason, “ but I damn soon shall make it 
one. I have long wanted you, I am delighted now to 
have you. Wili you come with me quietly, or shall I ask 
my men to come upstairs ? they are within call.” 

“ Mr. Appleby, you are exceeding your authority. 
You have no warrant for arresting my guest, Mir. Fraser,” 
said the General haughtily. 

“ No one knows better than General Van Rensselaer 
does that no warrant is necessary for anyone suspected 
espionage.” 

“ Oh, Jason ! ” cried Madeleine. “ He came only to 
see Hector. Surely you can believe me ; and he is going 
straight home again.” 

“ I hope so, but I doubt it ! ” said Jason curtly. 

Rory cast a swift glance about the room. 

Jason at once drew a pistol. 

“ Do not attempt to fly. I know you and I know your 
kind. Attempt any fight or violence and, by the God 
that made me, I will stop you. Yes ! At the cost of my 
life or yours. Will you come quietly ? ” 

“ I will come,” said Rory. “ Hector, I understand 
that you give me your word that you wili return at once 
to your country.” 

“ I will go back to Canada. They can’t stop me.” 

“ I woiildn’t just say that,” said Jason, “ but personally 
I shan’t try. I have a great regard for you and for your 
family. You at least are no spy.” 

“ General Van Rensselaer, will you forgive my intrusion 
here,” began Rory. 

“ Have no fear, sir, nothing that you or anyone here 
cam do can embarrass me. I deeply regret the inta^ 
pretation put upon your prraence by this — this — ofi&cer,” 
said the General, shaking his hand. 

“ Oh, R^ry,” fried- Madeleine, coming to him, and 
leading him towards a comer of the room. “ I am 
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terribly sorry for what has happened, and it is all my 
fault.” Then in a whisper, “ Move quickly.” She 
opened a door in the corner of the room. “ Go,” she 
cried, and pushing him through shut the door and stood 
with her back against it. 

“ Let me pass,” cried Jason, springing at her. 

Hector threw himself in his path. “ Do not touch 
her, or, by Gfod, I will kill you ! ” 

For a single instant they stood facing one another. 

There was a tap at the door, and again another tap. 
Hector opened the door. It was Rory standing there. 

“ I am sorry to trouble you all,” he said. “ Madeleine, 
you are a plucky soul, but I could not embarrass you. 
Itis gentleman might arrest you all.” Rory’s ironic 
smile aroused the devil in Jason. 

“At any rate I arrest you. This time you will not 
escape. Gome along with me.” He had his hand on 
Rory’s arm. 

Rory stepped back a pace. “ Keep your arm off me, 
Jason,” he said in a low, deliberate voice vibrant with 
passion. “ I could kill you. I will come with you.” 

He turned to Madeleine. 

“ Good-bye. Thank you for your help to-day. Hector 
will go back to his family and to his coimtry. For that I 
am glad.” 

“ But, oh,” cried Madeleine, “ what about you ? Oh, 
it is too terrible ! And it is all my fault ! I brought you 
hare.” 

“ No, no ! Don’t blame yourself. I would have come 
to you anyway, you see, I wanted Hector.” 

“ Yes ! Yes, I know,” she cried hxnrriedly, a quick 
blurii coming to her pale face. “ It was Hector you 
wanted. But, oh, Rory, what will they do to you ? ” 

“ What matters that ? Good-bye again ! ” He held 
her hand for a few moments, his eyes devouring her face. 

“Good-bye.” Madeleine’s voice died almost to a 
’wdiisper. “ Good-bye, good-bye.*’- , 

Rory’s lips tightened, but he spoke not a word. 
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“Your mother,” cried Madeleine. “Your mother— 

I will write to her.” 

“ Good-bye, sir,” said Rory, turning to the General. 

“ I am ready, Jason.” 

Together they went out of the room, leaving the othen 
standing miserably looking at one another. 

“ What a brute,” said Hector. 

“ No, sir, not a brute,” said the General. “ He is an 
officer with a stem sense of duty. We must not blame 
him too much.” 

“ Oh, uncle,” cried Madeleine, “ you will save him ! 
You must save him ! Jason is so hard. He will certainly 
have him shot. Oh, uncle— uncle — ^promise me — ^promise 

me — ^you win not let him ” She flung herself into his 

a rms with passionate sobbing. 

“ Hush, my dear. Of course we will save him. It is 
absurd. Never fear. Hark ! ” They aU stood listening. 
There was a pistol shot, a crashing noise of something 
falling, a sound of trampling feet, then silence. 

Hector dashed out into the corridor and down the stairs, 
followed by the others. At the foot of the stairs they 
came upon Jason lying insensible, a smoking pistol at hn 
hand. 

In a few moments Jason began to groan. He opened 
his eyes. 

“ Where is EEs eyes closed again and he sank 

into insensibility. 

“ He will soon be all right,” said Madeleine. “ Fly- 
fly, Hector.” She kissed him, and pushing him to\ranfa 
the door opened it. At the foot of the steps on tto 
gravelied drive were two horsemen, one holding Jason’s 
horse. “ You are to call for Mr. Appleby in an hour. 
Please don’t be later than an hour. Mr. Appleby is 
busily engaged at present.” She put a dollar into the 
soldier’s hand. 

“ Thank you, miss,” he said, and mounting his horse he 
touched his hat and with his comrade started down the 
' avenue. 
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“ Not later thao an hour,” she cried gaily, and waving 
her hand entered the house. 

The celebration for the St. Regis victory turned out to 
be slightly premature. In one month to the day a party 
of soldiers from Cornwall across the river from St. Regis, 
under the command of Colonel McMillan, assisted by 
Royal Artillery men, a detachment of the 49th and some 
Glengaxiy and Cornwall militia, with tlurty Indians, 
numbering in all about two hundred and fifty, crossed 
the river one night and captured the American post at 
French Mills and its garrison with military stores. The 
garrison was exchanged, a month later, for the voyageurs 
captured at St. Regis, which ended this incident of the 
war. 

The last event of the 1812 campaign was a feeble and 
unsuccessful attempt to capture the outpost of La CoUe 
Mill near the border, after which aU thought of invading 
Canada was abandoned for that season and General 
Dearborn’s whole army moved into winter quarters. 


CHAPTER XXVI 

J ASON’S rage at the escape of his prisoner was beyond 
all power of speech. Within an hour he was back at 
the Van Rensselaers’ mansion demanding to see Hector. 

“The General asks for your parole,” he announced 
curtly. 

“ My parole ? That I shall take no part in this war ? 
Why then should I return to my country ? ” 

“ It is an order. Are you prepared to give your 
parde ? ” 

“ I’ll see you damned first,” said Hector, and went to 
the guard-room at Plattsburg. Three months’ experi- 
ence <rf the conditions of the Plattsburg guard-room and 
the^feilure of his fidends in Qjiebec to secure for hirp a 
position in the service of his country broke his spirit, so 

K 



258 THE ROCK AND THE RIVER 

that, in bitterness of soul, he finally gave his parole Emd 
was released. He was free to return to Quebec, but 
this he could not face. Albany was hateful to bit^ 
Hence like a lost soul he wandered up and down the 
reaches of Lake Champlain, exploring its nooks and bays 
in a smart little yacht that he himself had constructed. 
Often he begged Madeleine to accompany him on these 
cruises with her old nurse, but after a single voyage 
Madeleine could not bring herself to repeat it. 

Meantime the campaign of 1813 was being waged in 
Upper Canada with increasing bitterness and generally 
with disastrous resxilts to the American forces. 

But in spite of this, the people of Quebec were in a 
state of alarm bordering on panic by the summer. 
Popular mmour regarding the converging annies filM 
the people of the city with terror. What power had 
Canada against eighteen thousand men ? The chief 
cause ibr anxiety among military men, however, was 
foimd not in their fear of the enemy, but their uncertainty 
of their Commander-in-Chief, Governor Sir George Pre- 
vost, whose extreme caution and vacillation filled his 
officers with doubt, at times with dismay. This was 
Red Rory’s report to Simon Fraser upon his return from 
a tour of the ports established along the Fleuve. 

“ Everywhere it is the same story. He kills their 
initiative. General de Salaberry has his VoMgeurs in 
perfect discipline. His officers are keen to attack at 
various points. But no ! Defensive operations only. It 
is the same at Kingston. Miss Christine was read- 
ing me a letter from the young Seigneur, her brother, 
Tom.” 

"Ah, a splendid young man, I hear.” 

" Yes. He is with the 49th now and is in the greatest 
spirits. After the afifair at Stoney Creek he did a 
.mae bit of work. Took into Burlington Harbour near 
HamEton a fleet of bateaux almost from under the guns 
df Chaimcey’s fleet.” 

Shaon heard him in ^nce. Then abruptly asked : 
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“ Did you hear about Hector ? He is very weary of 
his parole.” 

“ Glad to hear it,” said Rory. 

“ He wrote me after the news came of the victory of 
the ‘ Shannon ’ over the ‘ Chesapeake.’ He is chafing 
terribly. I wish to God he would withdraw his parole. 
I have work for him — ^important work. He has been 
for weeks up and down the Lake. He knows it like a 
book. I don’t believe he can stand this inaction much 
longer.” 

T.atpir comparison of dates revealed the fact that it was 
on that very day that Hector, sick at heart of his in- 
activity and tom with anxiety over the coming invasion 
of Canada — ^preparations for which were going on all 
about him in Plattsburg and in Burlington across Lake 
nhamplain — determined to withdraw his parole. He 
sought out Jason, who was at Plattsburg, busy with the 
flotilla which Captain Macdonough was getting together. 

“ I have come to take back my parole,” he said curtly. 

Jason, whose nerves were raw with over-work and with 
irritation at the constant laxity of discipline all about 
him, made a sharp reply. 

“Do you know that that means the guard-house for 
you, which is heU ? ” 

“That it will be hell for me, I know,” said Hector. 
“Your guard-house, like everything else about your 
army, is rotten and unfit for a dog.” 

“ Quite right. Don’t do it. I like you. I’d hate to 
see you there. Stick it out. The war will be over in a 
few months now.” 

“ Yes, that’s what I fear. I can’t stick this. I ought 
never to have been here. I was deceived. You helped, 
damn you. I take back my parole.” 

“ Remember, I am warning you. Hector. You mean 
this?” 

“ I take back my parole.” 

“ Guard. Arrest this man and keep him on your life. 
You know too much, Hector. We can’t let you go.” 
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“ You can’t keep me unless you shoot me- Your whole 
damned mob of an army can’t keep me.” 

“ Can’t, eh ? We will see about that. I am busy 
to-day, but I’ll see to your safe-keeping, my boy. Good- 
bye,” said Jason with a grim laugh. The laugh he 
repeated in a letter to H^loise. He had never faded to 
send a weekly letter. “We have him safe now,” he 
wrote. “ I w^ do my best to make him comfortable. 
Poor chap ! He is a fine fellow. We will keep him safe 
for you.” 

The preparations for Hampton’s march were beii^ 
pushed on with great diligence. Munitions, stores, guns, 
transport were being massed in great quantities for the 
great attack. 

Governor-General Prevost was deeply perplexed as to 
the objective of the expedition. Kingston or Montreal. 
In early July he sent for Rory. 

“ I want you to go down the Richelieu. Get as near 
Plattsburg <ind Burlington as you can. But be careful. 
They are becoming very sharp with spies.” 

“ I know that,” laughed Rory. 

“ Find out their objective. Take any man you want. 
I give you carte blanche.” 

“ There is one man who would be invaluable. I want 
Hector Fraser.” 

“ What ? That traitor ? ” 

Rory rose to his feet. “Yom: Excellency, he is no 
traitor. He is only a misguided patriot. He knows that 
whole district as I know Quebec, and better. I want 
him.” 

“ Take him, in God’s name,” said the Governor, whose 
nerves were on the raw. 

Rory hastened to Simon with the news. “ Now we 
shall give Mr. Jason something to think of.” 

" But Hector is in prison and closely guarded.” 

. Bah ! Prison ! Guarded ? I could drive a yoke c£ 
oxen through their camp from one end to the other with- 
out a halt. We’ll get Hector, and that right soon.” 
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Within six days Rory was back in Simon’s store. 

“ Well, we’ve got him,” he announced. 

“ Who ? ” said Simon, springing from his chair. 

“ Hector,” said Rory. “ He is in my camp on the 
Richelieu.” 

“ Man, man, how did you manage that ? ” said Simon, 
gripping his arm with both hands. 

“ It was easy. A cosy fire on a rainy night with a 
bottle of whisky is a great attraction to a guard on 
sentry-go. We sent the whisky. It did its work. Hector 
walked out with the guard’s overcoat and musket.” 

A weird sound, half shriek, half moan, pierced the 
night. A wild figure burst in upon them. 

“ I heerd ye ! Hoo-r-r-oo ! Didna I tell ye ? He is 
the lad ! He is the best o’ the lot o’ ye ! Ye never gied 
him a chance. Ye were aye against him. The puir 
lad. But noo he’s cornin’ tae his ain. Ha ! I diddelt 
ye fine ! ” 

“What is the meaning of this unseemly behaviour, 
Airdrie ? Have you lost your mind ? ” asked Simon in a 
stem voice. 

Airdrie turned in savage glee upon Rory. 

“ And hoo did ye like the young leddy’s letters ? Ha 
ha ! Man, I diddelt ye t Ha ha ha ! ” 

It was a fiend’s laugh. The man was as one pc^essed. 
His grey hairs were on end, his gnarled face working 
violently, his upraised hands trembling, his eyes glaring 
into Rory’s with diabolic glee. 

“ Letters ? ” saud Rory, approaching the man. 

“ Ay ! Hoo did ye enjoy them ? Ha ha ! Oho ! 
An’ ye cast her aff, ye gowk ! Who are ye tae come in 
betwixt the young msdster and his love ? ” 

With one spring Rory had him by the throat. 

Tell me what you mean, you de'^ ! What letters ? 
Speak or I’ll choke the life out of you ! What letters ? 
Speak ! Damn you I Speak ! Speak ! ” 

“ Stop, Rory,” said Simon. “ You are kill i n g the man. 
Let him tell us what he means.” 
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“ What letters ? ” gasped Airdrie, his hands at his 
throat. “ What letters but the young leddy’s ? She gied 
them tae the young maister an’ like a fule he would 
have sent them on tae ye. But I did better than that. 
Ha ha ha ! ” 

“ Hold on, Rory,” said Simon, keeping Rory bacL 
“ Do you know where those letters are, Airdrie ? ” 

“ Ay. I ken fine. Ye can get them in my desk. An’ 
guid luck tae ye.” 

“ Did Hector know about this ? ” asked Simon. 

“ Not he 1 I kent fine he wadna agree to that. Na, 
II3. I 

“ Wait, Rory ! ” Simon went to Airdrie’s desk, re- 
turned with a bundle of letters and handed them to 
Rory. 

Rory took them, looked at the writing on the outside, 
turned them over in his hands, put them carefully in 
his inside coat pocket. He had forgotten the creature 
before him. 

“ You were to deliver those letters to Rory,” said 
Simon. 

“ Ay, I was. But I didna ! Not me ! ” 

“ You will get your wages to-morrow. You will leave 
the store to-day. All these years I trusted you, Airdrie.” 

“ Did I ever fail ye ? What is this man beside yer ain 
flesh an’ blood ? Ye never was fair tae the young maister. 
Never ! But I saved his lassie for him ! Ha ha ! ” 

“ Let him stay, Simon,” said Rory. “ He has been 
loyal to you and yours.” 

“ Go ! ” said Simon, pointing to the door. 

“Ay, I’ll go. My work here is done, an’ weel 
done 1 ” 

Chuckling, the little Scot walked to the door, his head 
high in the air. At the door he turned and with finger 
pointed at Rory he cried : 

“ Ay ! I diddelt ye, ye habitant ! ” 

“ How terrfl)le for you ! ” said Simon, as the door 
dosed belund the man. “ I grieve for you, Ro:^ ! ” 
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Grieve for me ? Oh, no. It is wonderful ? said 
Rory, his face alight, his eyes glowing. 

Simon gazed at him amazed. 

You see, she was true to me all the time. I should 
have known she would be. Ah, she must have suflFered ! 
And now I am going to find out if she loves me still. 
For, if she loves me, neither Hector nor any other man 
in God’s world will keep her from me.” 

When?” 

To-day ! Now ! ” 

“ But your plans, Rory ? Your duty ? ” 

My duty ? ” He gazed about him in dumb wonder. 

Ah, yes, my duty,” he groaned. Yes, my duty. I 
must go to the Governor. They are all waiting down 
there for the word.” 

An hour was sufficient to lay before the Governor the 
plans matured by the officers on the Richelieu for a 
great coup. 

The Governor was amazed and delighted. 

‘^Most complete. Never saw anything so perfectly 
laid out. Whose work is this ? Yours, I suppose ? ” 

No. The whole scheme, with details, is the work of 
Hector Fraser.” 

Hector Fraser ! Ha ! Tell him, sir, I shall be glad 
to see him after this is carried through. How long will 
this take ? ” 

“ Within two weeks, your Excellency, if all goes well/^ 

On the tenth day when the Governor and his council 
of war were in session an orderly came in with a note 
for His Excellency. 

Bring him in ! At once ! Bring him in ! ” said the 
Governor, rising from his chair. 

Every man foUowed his example. The orderly of^ed 
the door and Alain McNab stumbled in, and clutching a 
chair attempted to stand at attention. 

Give the boy a drink. He is feinting,” cried the 
Governc«r. 

Alain straightened himself to his full height. 
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“ I have the honour to report, your Excellency, that 
the raid planned on Plattsburg and Burlington was 
carried out with complete success. In both cases, fort, 
barracks, stores, munitions were completely destroyed.” 

“ What date was that ? ” inquired the Secretary. 

“ The date ? ” said Alain, his hand going to his head. 
“ I — can’t — ^remember 

“ Dammit, who cares what date ? ” cried Macdonell. 
“ Drink this, my boy.” 

The despatch from Colonel Murray of the looth batta- 
lion gave with soldier-like brevity the details of the raid. 
Colonel Murray with nine himdred soldiers, Captain 
Bring and Captain Everard of the navy had raided both 
Plattsburg and Burlington and had completely destroyed 
barracks with all stores and military equipment prepared 
for Hampton’s invasion. 

“ Gentlemen, this will give us a breathing spell. It is 
right that you should know that the details of the plan 
were prepared by Mr. Hector Fraser.” 

“ Great heavens ! ” exclaimed General de Salaberry. 
“ Hector Fraser ? But I understood that — ^that 

“ General, aU that, you tmderstand, is now a thing 
of the past. Mr. Hector Fraser carries my complete con- 
fidence.” 

Alain, exhausted with his journey and overwrought by 
his emotions, burst forth : 

“ He is a good man, and as good a Canadian as any 
man here ! ” 

AH eyes were turned upon the boy. His face was 
white, his lips quivering, his eyes full of tears. 

“ Gad ! I am delighted to hear you say so, boy,” said 
Macdonell, putting his hand on Alain’s shoulder. “ Your 
testimony does credit to you both,” 

As a rrault of the raid Hampton’s invasion was post- 
poned for nearly two months. 


m 
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CHAPTER XXVII 

T he plan of campaign for the conquest of Lower 
Canada was thoroughly sound. Two great 
armies, one at Sacketts Harbour under General Wilkinson 
was to proceed down the St. Lawrence, the other 
under Hampton to march north-west, both armies to 
meet at a point opposite Montreal and there uniting, to 
cross the Fleuve, capture Montreal and then proceed to 
Quebec. 

The chief result of the raid on Burlington and Platts- 
burg was the postponement of Hampton’s invasion for 
some six weeks, so that, after spending the greater part 
of the summer in preparation, it was about the middle of 
September before he finally set forth. When half-way to 
his destination he was halted by a despatch from Wilfcin - 
son to the effect that, seeing that the flotilla was not 
ready to sail, it would be necessary to delay the advance 
for another month. This delay was deeply deplored, 
indeed resented, by Hampton, who consistently refused 
to recognize Wilkinson as his superior officer. Finally, 
however, on the 25th of November, with a force of six 
thousand men, infantry and artillery, B[ampton arrived 
at the Chateauguay river. Along the north bank led 
the road which would bring him to his rendezvous with 
Wilkinson. 

Immediately opposing him was De Salaberry with 
sixteen hundred men, and some miles nearer Montreal 
De Wattville with the main body of reserves and the 
artillery. Next day — the 26th of November — ^was fought 
the battle of Chateauguay. On the 27th, Hampton was 
in full retreat to the boundary line. His army vwth guns, 
munitions and stores was practically intact except for 
the loss, of less than sixty men. This ending of the cam- 
paign for the conquest of Lower Canada, as far as the 
r^t wing of the army of the north was concerned, 
Bsaturally filled the American people with amazen^nt 
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and humiliation and the Canadians with amazement and 
rejoicing. 

Immediately runners were sent with the news west 
and east for the purpose of heartening the little groups of 
soldiers holding their posts along the long line of the 
Fleuve. For Malbaie Rory was chosen, and with him, 
in recognition of their fine services in the raid on the 
Richelieu, Alain and Polydore Hammel. 

It was a memorable day for Malbaie. In front of the 
chxirch the whole populace was assembled, and there 
Rory, firom the platform before the door, told his tale. 
Reside him stood, on the one hand the old Seigneur of 
Mount Murray, Colonel Malcolm Fraser, and on the 
other M. Courtois, the Cure of the parish. 

In words simple as if to children, Rory gave in detail 
the incidents of the flight. First the preparation for 
the invasion. Two armies, one at Sacketts Harbour 
under General Wilkinson, opposite Kingston, the other 
at Burlington and Plattsburg on Lake Champlain under 
General Hampton, were making ready. How many 
men ? Eighteen thousand, fifteen thousand, no one knew. 
The point of attack? Kingston or Montreal, no one 
knew. “ A great many things we didn’t know, but we 
knew more Qian they thought,” which little pleasantry 
released uproarious laughter firom his hearers. They 
were easily moved to-day, both to laughter and to tears. 

“ The armies for the defence were slight enough, some 
detachments of regulars, oh, so few. We have only forty- 
five htmdred regulars in all Canada — Upper and Lower. 
But our militia is not to be despised. For instance. 
Red George Macdonell’s Glengarry Fencibles and our 
own General de Salaberry’s Voltigeurs are second only 
to the gallant regiments of the line.” 

Cheers for the Voltigeurs and for Red CJeorge and his 
men followed. 

Two big armies coming to eat us up, one firom the 
west and one from the souQi, and they do not have the 
courtesy to tell us which door they wish to alter by. 
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Well, our Governor said, ‘ It is Kingston,’ and so he took 
what he could of men and sent word to Red George and 
hurries to Kingston. When the march of Hampton to 
Chateauguay began he hurried his men on board ship 
and calls to Macdonell, * Follow me. How soon can you 
start ? ’ ‘ Whenever ihe men have their dinner,’ said 
Red George. One day in getting bateaux, another day 
held up at the Long Sault by a storm, but on the fourth 
day that boy was at Chateauguay, though he had to 
march forty miles through the bush in a black night 
to do it.” 

Loud cheers for Red George. 

“And when the Governor-General arrived he was 
greeted by Colonel Macdonell with the report, ‘AH 
correct and aU present. Not a man missing ! ’ ” 

“ The Governor, he wHl not like that too weU ! ” cried 
a voice. 

“ He was no doubt ddighted,” repUed Rory. “ My 
story goes on. Here on the ^ateauguay, General Hamp- 
ton with six thousand and some say twelve cannon, some 
thirty — ^we do not know. He is anxious to march down 
the north bank to the Fleuve. M. de Salaberry says, 
‘ Pardon me, not so fast, please. Here are six nice Httle 
streams flowing into the Chateauguay. They have water 
in them and on the east side of each is an abattis of 
trees, which my Voltigeurs have chopped for you, and 
these you wiH need to cross.’ But he does not say to M. 
Hampton, ‘ Behind me at the sixth little stream at a ford 
which your scouts have told you is Morrison’s ford — oh, 
they know aH about these streams,' these scouts — you wHI 
find Red George. He wiH be glad to welcome you.’ 
* Aha ! Much obHged, M. de S^berry. Not just yet, 
mon vieux. I have something better.’ 

“ So he sent his best officer. Colonel Purdy, by n%ht 
throi^h the bush on the south bank, not to disturb 
M, de Salaberry, to the sixth ford. But Purdy had no 
voyageurs with him. He did not know the Chateauguay 
bush, the swamps and bogs. Soon they were lost T^ 
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rain came down, they sat down and waited for the 
morning. But Red George, he was up early. ‘ Aha I ’ 
he says, ‘ some visitors ! We must welcome these gentle- 
men.’ That is the end of M. Purdy and his men. 

“ M. Hampton heard the noise of guns. ‘ Now is my 
time,’ he said. ‘ Quick march.’ But M. de Salaberry, 
he said, ‘ Halt ! ’ His Voltigeurs said, ‘ Halt.’ ‘ Oh, 
very well,’ said M. Hampton, ‘ if you feel that way, I 
will go home.’ And we have not seen M. Hampton 
since. That is all.” 

“ Ah, they are cowards, these Bostonnais,” cried a 
voice. 

“ No, no, my friend,” said Rory. “ I have seen these 
Americans. They are no cowards. They just lacked 
two things. First, leaders ; and second, discipline. So, 
you men of Malbaie, be sure to learn your drill. Your 
leaders are ready and fit to lead you to victory.” 

And then the men of Malbaie went mad.^ The women 
too, and the children. And Miss Christine, who had 
been sitting in her carriage listening with eyes shining, 
now with joy and again with tears, carried Rory and 
Alain to the manor-house for dinner. Under the trees a 
great feast had been spread by the Seigneur Fraser and 
Madame Naime, where for two hours they ate and 
drank till they could no more. 

On November the and, after long and vexatious delays. 
General Wilkinson made his first move from Sackett? 
Harbour. By the 5th, his great flotilla emerged from its 
last rendezvous at French &eek. In three himdred and 
fifty bateaux, with banners flying and bands playing, the 
great army, some eight thousand in number, horse, foot, 
artillery, was afloat and bound for Montreal. 

Ghauncey guarded the rear. But through the side 
channds of the river a little fleet of gunboats eluded 
Ghauncey and followed continuously in the wake of the 
great flotilla. The little fleet sailed imder an offic^ cxf 
the navy, lieutenant Mulcaster, with Golond Morrison 
of the 89th, an experienced and daring ofl&cer, in com- 
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t naTi<^ of detachments from the 49th, in which Captain 
Thomas Naime commanded a company, and the 89th. 

General WilHnson proceeded with great caution. The 
north bank was haunted by small detachments of the 
enemy who at every opportimity opened fire upon the 
flotilla. Wilkinson was fortimate in having with him 
two officers who had already in this war given proof of 
courage and ability, General Brown and Gener^ Boyd. 
The molestation from the hidden enemy had become 
so annoying that, at Williamsburg, General Wilkinson 
ordered General Brown with two thousand men to land 
and clear the bank as far as Cornwall, twenty miles down 
stream, and General Boyd with two thousand more to 
accompany by land the movements of the flotilla. With 
promptness and despatch. General Brown proceeded to 
carry out his orders and, though he had to beat off every 
mile of the way Captain Dennis of Queenston fame, he 
sent word back on the iith of November to General 
Wilkinson, still at Williamsburg, that the road to Corn- 
wall was clear. Wilkinson prepared to set sail once more 
with Boyd attending him on shore. At the head of the 
Long Sault, Wilkinson, dreading a night trip down the 
rapids, decided to tie up for the night at Cook’s Point. 
Oose behind him Mulcaster, in Ms gunboats, managed 
now and then to drop annoying shells upon the flotilla. 
Colonel Morrison, too, had landed his little army and 
was giving trouble. That little army, now grown to eight 
hundred men with three field-pieces, was a weird and 
motley combination of fighting men. But the backbone 
was made up of two famous regiments, the 49th and the 
89th, and, second only to these, Canadian r^ulars, 
French and English, with Canadian militia who in the 
coming fight proved themselves worthy of a place with 
these tried soldiers. 

To make the combination thoroughly representative 
there was- also a party of Indians. 

The little British army was fortunate in its officers^ 
Colond Morrison, a Twan of espaience in the Continental 
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wars, and Lieutenant-Colonel Harvey and Lieutenant- 
Colonel Plenderleath, both trained under Brock, had 
already won fame in this war. 

The following morning, as he was about to embark. 
General Wilkinson descried a body of redcoats too con- 
siderable to be ignored and too near to be comfort- 
able. He ordered General Boyd to drive them off. 
With some eighteen hundred men, infantry, artillery 
and cavalry, Boyd proceeded upon this business and 
the battle of Chrystler’s Farm was on, with General 
Wilkinson observing from a covered boat close by. 

The engagement lasted about two hom^ and a half 
and was fought with persistence and courage on both 
sides. But the discipline and steadiness that are gained 
only upon the field of battle told at last. Boyd was 
driven down the field till he came within shelter of the 
guns of the flotilla. The embarkation was hurriedly 
effected and Boyd and his dragoons departed down the 
liver tow^ds Cornwall. The loss upon the American 
side in killed and wounded was nearly four hundred, 
with one hundred taiken prisoners. The British loss was 
twenty-two killed, one himdred and forty-seven wounded 
and twelve missing. 

In great haste General Wilkinson fled down the rapids, 
but all thought of attack upon Montreal had vanidied 
from his mind. Landing at Barnhart Island, he found a 
messenger from General Hampton annormcing his re- 
treat. Glad of a scapegoat for his own cowardice and 
ineflScicncy, General Wilkinson called a Council of War, 
laid before it Hampton’s letter, expressed his indignation 
at his colleague’s failure and his conviction that to prose- 
cute the enterprise would now be most unwise ; although 
fie was still in command of an army of over six thousand 
effective troops with a flotilla capable of landing them 
on the island of Montreal. 

The decision of the Council that the advamce upon 
Montreal should be abaindoned was, in truth, a vote of 
want. of confidence in their Commander-in-Cllef. 
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The battles of Chrystler’s Farm and Chateauguay 
ended the war as fax as Lower Canada was concerned. 
They are not to be ranked among the great battles of 
the world, but they have epochal significance in that 
they had a determinative influence upon the destiny of 
the North American continent. A different issue in 
these battles might well have changed the currents of 
history. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 

O N his return to Quebec, Rory was ordered to Upper 
Canada. It was evident that the 1814 campaign 
would be concentrated upon the Niagara firontier where 
General Brown, who had superseded General Wilkinson 
as Gommander-in-Chief, and General Winfield Scott were 
hammering into shape an army worthy of the name. 
Every man was needed, especially in the Intelligence 
Department. 

But in the early part of the year Rory was called 
again to Quebec to headquarters. 

“ There is a new movement on foot at Plattsburg. 
Just what I cannot discover. But you will find out,” 
said the Governor. 

At Plattsburg Rory learned that General Wilkinson 
and his entourage had gone home to Albany for a great 
War Council. He decided that it was necessary to his 
mission to go to that city. The road to Albany was 
congested with military stores and equipment of every 
kind. 

“ Something doing evidently,” said Rory, who found 
it easy to make his way through the crowded traflBc 
without detection. In Albany there was the same massr* 
ing of material, and troops en route to Plattebuig. He had 
not been an hour in the camp before he learned that a 
new expedition to Montreal was bdmg planned fof fhe 
early spring before the break-up of the roads. 
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The War Council would decide Ihe question, who 
would be Conamander-in-Chief. Wilkinson, it appeared, 
was vociferous in his claim for the position. His political 
backers at Washington were intensely active on his be- 
half. The army, especially that section which had had 
experience of him as Commander, was bitterly hostile. 

A single day was enough for Rory’s purpose. He had 
learned all he needed to know. Now he must see Made- 
leine. The Van Rensselaers’ house was filled to over- 
flowing with the suites and servants of the great officials 
gathered for the Council of War. Madeleine, also, was 
deeply engaged. A letter to her was too precarious. 

At the inn where he had put up he overheard a truck 
man bewailing his unhappy lot in that he was forced to 
convey a load of heavy baggage to the Van Rensselaer 
mansion, late as it was. 

“ They wouldn’t wait till morning, not them. And 
this blizzard fit to blow the back teeth outer your head.” 

“ Say, I’ll give you a hand for a couple o’ drinks,” 
said Rory, who was haunting the bar with a thirsty look 
in his eye. 

The truck man eagerly struck a bargain, and, by the 
rime they had arrived at their destination, the two had 
become bosom fidends. 

“ Guess we’ll go round to the side door,” said the 
driver. 

Rory agreed. He knew that side door. 

“ You win take that trunk upstairs,” ordered the foot- 
man, 

“ Let me take that. One man can handle a trunk 
easier than two,” said Rory, heaving the trunk up on 
hi s shoulder. 

“ Say, he’s a whale,” said the driver in high admiration. 

“ Which way ? ” said Rory. 

“ Follow me ! ” ordered the' footman, leading the way 
upstairs and along a corridor which Rory remembered 
. 1^ to Max’s rooms. . 

. “Wait here.” 
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He disappeared and almost immediately returned with 
Madeleine following him. 

“ Do you wish this trunk in the room, miss, or in the 
store-room at the back ? ” 

“ Oh, in the store-room,” she said. “ Go down for the 
others. I will direct the man.” 

Rory followed her along the dimly-lighted corridor. 

“ Set it down here. You must be tired carrying that 
heavy trunk.” 

He set the trunk down, took off his cap, turned his 
face towards her and with hand uplifted said : 

“ Hush ! Tell me quick where I can meet you.” His 
words came with a rush. “ I must see you. I have a 
message from Miss Christine — and for myself I must see 
you.” 

As he spoke she regained her self-control. 

“ I will arrange it,” she said as the footman reappeared, 
directing the driver bearing another trunk. 

When they had disposed of all the baggage, Madeleine 
said to the driver : 

“ Cannot one of you stay here and help us ? We are 
rather short-handed.” 

” Not_me, miss. I gotta be early at the sheds, but I 
guess this feller kin. And he’s a mighty good man too.” 

Reluctantly Rory agreed to remain. 

“Very well. James, see that the driver has some 
supper and some refreshment. It is a bitter night. Now 
then, if you will come with me I will show you what I 
want you to do.” 

She led the way through a door at the end of the 
corridor and, after passing through a bewildering series 
of rooms, came to a large empty room fturnished with a 
large table and chairs and with a huge fire bumii^ 
brightly in the grate. 

“ Oh, I forgot,” she cried. “ The Cotmdl is to meet 
here almost immediately. Come in here.” Throrgh a 
side door she passed into a smaller room and locked tise 
door behind her. 
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“ What is it, Rory? ” she said, coming to him with 
hand outstretched. 

He took her hand, and holding it in both his stood 
gazing into her eyes, for a time unable to find words. 
Then he slowly kneeled before her and, kissing her hand, 
said brokenly : 

“ Oh, Madeleine ! I have got your letters.” . 

“ My letters ? What can you mean ? ” 

He took the packet from his pocket and handed them 
to her. 

“ I don’t understand ! ” she gasped. “ Sit here, Rory.” 
She placed a chair for him and set one for herself beside 
him. 

“ Now teU me.” 

And he told the tale of Airdrie’s treachery. 

“And I thought — I couldn’t understand. I thoi^ht 
you thought that it was all a mistake — that you didn’t 
— ^love me ” 

“ Oh, Rory,” she exclaimed. “ Oh, you poor boy ! 
You thought — oh, how cruel. What you must have 
suffered I Oh, I know, I know what it is.” Her hands 
were hard pressed on her heart. " Oh, what cruel pain 
it was!” 

The tender pity in her voice broke down Rory’s self- 
control. The long, long months of agony came flooding 
over his soul. He put his face in Ms hands while his 
body shook with silent sobs. Like a mother comforting 
a cMld, she put her arms about him. Then with her 
own handkerchief she wiped away his tears. 

“ Oh, you poor darling ! You poor boy ! But now 
you know 1 ” she cried joyfully. “ Now you know. My 
letters would teU you.” 

He shook his head. 

“ I didn’t read them,” he said. 

She turned the letters over. “ You mean ! You 
haven’t opened them 1 ” 

“ No. I couldn’t tell whether you would like me to 
riead them — ^now — since things have changed ! ” 



THE ROCK AND THE RIVER 275 

Her blue eyes were wide with wonder. 

“ And you never read them ! ” 

“ How could I ? God knows it was like a man dying 
of thirst with a pitcher of water in his hand.” 

“ Oh, Rory, that is you. Of course you would not. 
But now you know.” Her voice was like the song of a 
bird. “ You know I never changed. How wonderful 
for you to know that. Just like me to know you hadn’t 
changed. But you were a silly boy, Rory, to ever 
think I could change. Oh, silly and wicked and hard 
to me ! ” 

“ Yes. Silly, wicked and hard ! ” 

“ Hush, no more ! You were not ! ” 

He held out his arms to her. 

She shrank back. “ No, Rory. Not now. There is 
Hector. I have given my word to Hector. And besides. 
Hector needs me.” 

“ But you love me, Madeleine,” said Rory. 

“ Oh, yes ! Oh, yes ! ” she cried wildly. " Don’t 
make it hard for me. I must be true. It is you, Rory, 
and only you and always you ! Oh, I am so glad I So 
happy ! And you love only me ! ” 

“ Never any other, Madeleine. Don’t think me bold.” 

“ Bold ? ” She laughed wildly. “ Oh, if you had only 
been bold ! Oh, I wanted you to carry me off with you 
that day you were here. Oh, I would have gone any- 
where, anywhere.” She stood gazing at him, her heart 
in her eyes. 

Suddenly a shadow fell over her face. “ Now, Rory, 
what else ? ” 

“ There is great grief in Miss Christine’s home. The 
young Seigneur was killed at Chrystler’s Farm while 
gallantly repeUing at a critical moment a desperate 
charge. There were few tears as I told them — ^th^ 
are not the kind that .wpep — ^but I shall ever carry in 
my heart their stricken faces.” , 

With tears flowing she listened to the tale. As it was 
finished there were voices in the next room. 
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“ The Council ! ” whispered Madeleine. “ Thra-e is 
no other door. We must wait.” 

“ Good,” whispered Rory, taking her hand in his. 

“ Oh, Rory,” she protested, trying to pull away her 
hand. “ Oh, well,” she added, “ it is very little after 
aU.” 

“ Little ! ” murmured Rory, pressing his lips upon her 
hand. “ It is like a drop of water in hell.” 

“ Poor boy,” she said, patting his cheek. 

Hand in hand they sat conversing in whispers, the 
sound of voices coming dully through the closed door. 

Finally, the Generd’s voice rose above the others. 
“ Supper will be ready in the dining-room, gentlemen,” 
he announced. “ My niece will be waiting for you.” 

“ Good-bye, Rory. No, no ! We must not, darling. 
But I am so happy. Now I will let you out. Good 
night.” 

“ Good night, Madeleine. But, remember, I love you 
and you love me. Nothing else matters. And at all 
costs we belong to each other. Remember that.” 

“ I won’t think of that now, Rory. I won’t think of 
anything but that you love me ! ” 

“ You won’t kiss me once, Madeleine ? Just once ? 
It has been heU with me for a long, long time.” 

“ Oh, Rory. I want to so ! Help me to say no.” 

“ Help you to say no ? Not I. You want to ? ” 

“ Oh, Rory ! ” . 

He drew her close to his breast. “ You belong to me,” 
he whispered. “ No man has a right to kiss you but 
me.” He pressed his lips upon hers. 

Her arms went round his neck. Wildly she dung to 
him, kissing him again and again. 

“ I couldn’t hdp it, Rory. You made me,” she whis- 
pered. 

“ Did I ? ” said Rory with a laugh as he rdeased her. 
“ I’ll take the blame, and be glad to.” 

She dosed the door upon him and stood with ey« 
shining, her face radiant, her hands upon her heart. 
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“ It was my fault, poor boy. He couldn’t help it,” 
she whispered to herself and flew upstairs to her room. 

A month later events on the border justified the vote 
of General Van Rensselaer. On March 30th, General 
WilMnson, to redeem his name from everlasting obloquy, 
with four thousand men set out on- his march to Montreal. 
Two miles from the border he attacked the port of La 
CoUe, defended by Major Handcock with five hundred 
men. It was the old story. His advance guard lost 
their way in the dark and were driven back in confusion. 
Next morning he spent some hours marching and counter- 
marching his army. Finally he decided that the time 
was not opportune for an advance. He marched his 
men back to camp, and thus ended the last attempt to 
conquer Quebec. 


CHAPTER XKIX 

I T was an evening of jubilation at the Van Rensselaer 
mansion. The pent-up enthusiasm of months was 
being released. The General had invited to dinner his 
fiiend Colonel Hooke, with a few kindred spirits, among 
fliem Jason Appleby, for whose flaming patriotism the 
General had great admiration. It was frankly a gather- 
ing whose purpose was to celebrate the prais^ of tihe new 
type of American army which had been produced by 
such men as General Winfield Scott and General Brown. 

When the guests had gone, Madeleine came into her 
uncle’s study. 

“ I want to speak to you, mde,” she said. 

“ My dear child, what is wrong ? You have not been 
yoursefl for months. Sit here and tell your uncle.” 

“I will sit here, imcle.” Her face was deathly pale, 
her eyes like coals of fire. 

“Unde, this war is killing me. You know I am 
TOgagcd to Hector, but I love Rory.” 
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“ The young man — ^the racing fellow.” 

“ He is now Major Fraser on Governor Prevosfs staff 
and held in high esteem in his own country. My engage- 
ment was a terrible mistake. I was a foolish and wicked 
girl.” She narrated the story of Airdrie’s treachery. 

“ I ought to have known Rory would never change. 
But I was angry and — ^and — ^Hector was very kind. He 
is a splendid man, uncle. I am fond of him, but I love 
Rory and Rory loves me. I want to break my engage- 
ment. So I must see Hector, and then I want to see 
Rory. Oh, uncle,” her words came with a quick rush, 
“ there is going to be desperate fighting. Jason said so, 
and he knows. Rory might be HUed. I want him to 

know. I want to tell him — oh, I want him If 

anything should happen before Oh, uncle, I want 

him to know, I am his and only his.” 

“ What can we do, Madeleme darling ? You know I 
will do anything I can.” 

“ I want to go to Hector first. He is at La Colle.” 

“ La Colle ! A hundred miles away ! ” 

“ And then see Rory. He is at Chambly. I can take 
Jacob and nurse. I can get a pass from Jason. I know 
he will give it. He has changed his mind about Hector 
— ^and You will not deny me this ? ” 

“ But, my darling ! The thing is impossible.” 

“ No, uncle. It is quite possible. The road to Platts- 
burg is well travelled, troops going every day. At Platts- 
burg Jason will help me— and it will be quite simple:” 

“Simple?” 

“ Yes, very simple. I am going, uncle. You will not 
say no. I mmt go I Oh, I must go ! ” The qiiiet 
determination in her voice made her uncle feel that the 
only question for him to decide was that of ways and 
means. 

Three days later she, was at La Colle inquiring for 
Hector. He was easy to find. Every man at the port 
knew Hector Fraser, the real hero of the great laid cff 
last year. 
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Her interview with Hector was brief and pregnant 
with soul agony for both of them. 

“I expected this, Madeleine. You never loved me. 
I thought I could win you. I wanted you desperately, 
you see. Of course you know I had nothing to do with 
Airdrie’s trkk, though somehow I suspected something 
had happened— and I was afraid to inquire— you see I 
loved you so.” 

“ Oh, I know. Hector ! ” she cried, the tears running 
down her white face. “ It was my fault. I was foolish 
and proud. Oh, I see it now. Poor Rory. He is proud 
too. But I did wrong — I did not mean to deceive you. 
You believe me, Hector ? ” 

“ Hush, hush, my dear. Now you want to see Rory. 
I will send you to him. He is a great man. He is 
worthy of you.” 

“Oh, Hector.” 

“ Don’t cry ! Don’t make me break down i You 
must go, dear. I will send Alain ynth you.”^ 

“ Oh, Hector ! ” cried the girl, wildly weeping. “ Put 
your arms round me ! Oh, I need you and I love you 
too. But ” _ . ’ 

“ Don’t, Madeleine ! ” said Hector in a low, quiet 
voice. “ I can only stand so much. Good-bye — oh, 
darling, good-bye.” 

He held her close for a moment. 

“ Good-bye, Hector ! ” She put her arms round he 
neck and kissed him on the Hps. “ Good-bye,” she 
sobbed. “ I don’t deserve your goodness to me ! Good- 

by®'” 

Within fifteen minutes Madeleine and her old nurse 
were in a canoe, with Alain at the stem and Aristide 
Grenier at the bow. 

You have the two best canoe*mcn on the nvCT, 
Madeleine. So you are quite safe. Alain, whatever Mss 
Madeline wants, you will do. Wherever ^e wants to 
go you will take her. I trust her to you.” , 

“ With my life,” said Alain, his paddle at the sahite. 
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At the Chambly landing a soldier met them demand- 
ing passes. 

“ Alain, I know you of course. But the ladies.” 

“ They are friends of Hector Fraser’s.” 

“ That is good enough. But they must have passes 
to the camp. The Queen of Sheba couldn’t get in here 
without a pass.” 

“ We have passports from Plattsburg but not to your 
camp. We want to see Major Fraser,” said Madeleine, 
her heart beating quick. 

“ Major Fraser ? Lady, you have good friends, but 
we must have a pass.” 

“ Dammit, sergeant, this lady, I know she is ” 

“ Tut, tut, Alain. You know the rules. Wait.” He 
csdled a guard. “ Alain, you go with this man to Major 
Fraser. Lady, will you come into the guard-room ? It 
would be more comfortable, I mean ” — ^with a blush, for 
the blue eyes were making havoc of his nerves — “ more 
private like.” 

“ Oh, thank you,” said Madeleine. 

The young guard helped her from the canoe and con- 
ducted her to the guard-room. The nurse remained in 
the canoe. 

“ Not a very comfortable chair. I’m afraid, but it will 
perhaps do for a time. Major Fraser will not be long, 
I think.” 

She thanked him. Alone for the first time, she asked 
herself the question : “ What am I to say to him ? ” 
Panic seized her. Why had she come? What would 
he think of her ? What wotild his fiiends think of her ? 
How terribly immaidenly it was ! She set herself to 
recall tihe reasons which in her home seemed so over- 
powering. What were they? One only she could re- 
member. Rory naight be killed and he would never 
know that she was free to be loved by him. Free to 
let him — ^her face grew hot. She had come all this way 
that Rory might tdre her in his arms and kiss her. Oh, 
how bold ! How awful ! She heard quick footsteps 
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coming. She sprang to her feet, her heart in her throat 
choking her. 

“ Yes, sir,” she heard the guard say. “ She is in here, 
sir.” The door opened and Rory was in the room. 

“ Madeleine ! ” he cried, and all her panic fled. Every- 
thing was right. “ Madeleine. You are here, actually 
here..” Thank God he had not asked her why she had 
come. 

“ Yes, I am here, Rory,” her blue eyes timidly raied 
to his. “ Do you want me ? ” 

“ Want you ? My God ! ” He opened his arms to 
her. 

“ Rory, I am free to come. I have seen Hector,” she 
whispered, the blue eyes still making their timid appeal. 

How long after neither of them Imew, a gentle knock 
brought them back to time, and place. 

“ The lady, sir. She wants to know what she is to 
do. I can easily accommodate her, sir.” 

“ Thanks, corporal. The young lady will see her in a 
few minutes,” said Rory. 

“ Certainly, sir,” said the understanding corporal. 
“ There is no hurry. She wiU be quite comfortable, sir.” 

“What shall I do, Rory?” said Madeleine, calmly 
shifting the burden of responsibility on his shoulders. 
“ Of course I can go right back to La GoUe. My car- 
riage is waiting for me there ? ” 

“ Good Lord ! Go back ? You must, yes, you must 
have tea. Let me think. Yes, certainly. My friend, 
Mrs. Fenwick, Mrs. Colonel Fenwick, wfll give us tea. 

She is a dear ! You wiU love her. And to-morrow ” 

A light flamed up in his eyes. He laughed a gay lat^h. 
“ To-morrow we — ^we wiU see. Oh, Madeleine, you are 
a wonderftd girl ! Come along.” 

“ But ” — she smoothed her frock — “ how do I look ? ” 
He satisfied her as to her appearance, and tt^etha: they 
went to the nurse. “ Anna, we are going to tea,” Mat^ 
eleine calmly announced, “ with Mr. Fraser. 
is my dear old nurse, my mother’s before me.” 
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Rory bowed to her as if she were a Princess. “ Your 
young lady will be the better of a cup of tea,” he said. 

“ She that, sir,” said the nurse, qtiite as if the 
smooth currents of orinary life were bearing her along. 

“ Alain ! ” called Rory. “ Come along ! ” 

“ I’ll stay with Aristide,” said Alain. 

“ I’ll look after them, sir,” said the corporal. “ They 
will be quite all right.” 

“ Very good. Come along, Madeleine. Everything 
is all right. Oh, is this really so ? And you ? Or is it 
aU a wonderful dream? Pinch me, Madeleine.” 

She caught his arm. “ Oh, Rory,” she whispered. 
“ I was afraid in there I made a mistake, but ” 

“ But now you know that ever5^thing in the world is 
just as it ought to be. You are here and I am here, and 
that’s enough.” 


CHAPTER XXX 

M adeleine was home again. How different 
everything ! The ring on her finger ! Home 
because her husband was in dire peril. Yet she was 
happy. 

lliat wonderful day at the camp when they robed hex 
and wreathed her hair in wild-flowers, cornflowers and 
ydlow daisies, and with a guard of honour and the 
Governor’s own band she had walked down the aisle 
under the trees upon Simon Fraser’s arm — ^the Governor 
had offered, but when she knew that Simon Fraser was 
in the camp, no other would she have to give her away — 
and then Rory came in his guard uniform and stood 
beside her — ^not a bit ugly. It was Simon that had 
arranged the trip by canoe down the Richelieu and on 
the “ Firefly ” down the Fleuve past the Great Rode 
and on to Malbaie. 

First they had gone to Mis Christine, who kissed them 
and scolded them and wept over them. And then she 
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sent them to the little lady in the cosy, cheery, shiny 
habitant log house. She remembered the queer little 
thrill in her heart as she cried, “ Mother, I have come 
home to you,” and another thrill at the reply, “ I knew 
you would come.” How did she know ? It must have 
been Rory. She knew his love, his great love would bring 
her. 

There they remained for a night, with the Malbaie 
river singing them love-songs all night long ; and would 
have gone next day, but the people of Malbaie would not 
have it. They went to their Cure and he to the old 
Seigneur Fraser. And nothing would do but a grand 
feast under the big oaks and pines where there was such 
eating and drinking as she had never seen. And then 
the old Seigneur in his old uniform, with Madame Naime 
on his right and the new Madame Fraser on his left, and 
Rory and Miss Christine and the Cur^ in their proper 
places, rose and in right royal and loyal phrase gave 
them “ The Bride.” And then Rojy stood up and 
thanked the old Se^neur, who had been father to him 
all his days, and thanked them all for honouring his wife 
as they had. And then very simply and without sug- 
gestion of regrets or tears he told them in how gallant 
a manner, and in the moment of the victory he had 
hdped to win, the young Seigneur had given his life for 
his cormtry. “ And that is what we all must be willing 
to do whether by living and working here to old ^e as 
had the old Seigneur, or by dying as the young Seigneur 
had died.” And then for the love they all bore 
young Seigneur and his fiimily, he asked them to drink 
in silence to the memory of their dearly-loved fiiend, 
Sdgneur Tom Naime. But the great feast ended on n 
note of triumph. The war was drawing to a^ close. 
Canadians of all races and creeds had done Aeir part 
with honour. There was still fighting to be done, but 
the morning of victory was comii^ up out of the ni^t 
of stHTOw and loss. 

Then as the night shadows b^an to ftdl they all 
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panied them to the “ Firefly ” with much shouting and 
firing of muskets and even of the old cannon in fi-ont of 
the manor-house. 

Under a harvest moon with the tide running full, the 
“ Firefly ” spread her white wings and moved off, silent 
and lovely as a beautiful dream fading behind the dark 
pines of the Pointe au Pic, from whose peak there burst 
in final farewell a pyramid of fire. 

Whatever of sorrow the future might have, nothing 
could ever take firom her the inefiable joy of that week, 
with its mystery of perfect love. 

And even her imcle, who had been deeply grieved 
that the ceremony had not taken place in the fitting 
environment of his ancestral stately mansion, when he 
heard firom the old nurse how beautiful she had appeared 
and when he saw the quiet peace and joy in her lovely 
face, came to know that the best had been done and 
was content. 

The days that followed were filled with the alarms of 
war. For Governor Prevost with eleven thousand men 
was already almost within cannon shot of the doomed 
camp of Plattsburg. And Commander Downie was night 
and day driving his carpenters to complete the outfitting 
of his flag-ship the “ Confiance ” in which he was to lead 
his flotilla into the harbour. 

“ Let him come,” Jason said. “ Macdonough is ready 
fi)r him.” 

For once Prevost was urging haste. The army and 
navy were to make a joint attack. The hour was set, 
and ready or not Downie must be at his post on the 
morning of the eleventh of September. With this message 
he had despatched Rory to tiie young naval officer, with 
threats and innuendoes. 

Early that morning Rory had appeared at his camp, 
flung himself off his half-dead horse and with scant 
ceremony into the coimcil of officers. 

“ Sir,” he cried, in amazlSfeent to find them ritting 
quietly in council, “ the hour of tryst is long past. You 
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have only an hour to make the attack. The fleet is 
already at the harbour entrance. For God’s sa k e, sir, 
send at once an advance guard to capture the shore 
battery. A thousand men will do it. Oh, I fear it is 
already too late ! ” 

But Prevost’s eager haste had disappeared. He had 
his plans and they would be carried out. 

“ But, sir, Captain Downie with his long-range guns 
will be no match for the enemy, who with his short-range 
carronades will sweep his decks. He is ready set, all in 
place with landward springs and ground tackle for wind- 
ing ship.” 

“ You are presumptuous, sir,” said the Governor, 

“ Forgive me, your Excellency, but Captain Downie is 
nioving to his doom and we sit here, and he carries in 
his pocket your orders and your promise to co-operate 
with him.” 

“ Silence, sir ! ” 

A dull sound fell upon their ears. At once the officers 
were on their feet. 

“ It is his signal gun ! Oh, haste ! I beg you, sir,” 
cried Rory in a broken voice. “ Shall I order the 
advance ? ” 

“ What foUy ! There is an entrenched army awaiting 
us.” 

“ Militia and Izzard’s culls, some thirty-five hundred 
in all. We have more than twice the number ready to 
march, the best in the world. Give me a thousand men 
and let me go. Will you not, sir?” 

“ No 5 ” thundered Prevost. 

“ Grentlemen ! ” cried Rory to the group of officers 
standing about with set feces and angry eyes. “Gan 
nothing be done ? ” 

Angry murmurs rose on every ade. 

“ Captain Murchison, arrest that man.” 

“ Sir,” replied Mtirchison gravely, “ I Mieve he is 
pointing the way of duty, I agr^ with him- Let m , 
march, in God’s name.” 
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“ Are you not coming, sir ? ” Rory implored, angry 
tears running down Ms face. 

“ No ! ” 

“ Then, by God, I will go to warn him of this treachery.” 

“ Arrest that man ! ” shouted the Governor. 

No man moved. 

Without salute or further word, Rory rushed from the 
room, flung Mmself on the first horse he could find and' 
was gone. The officers, without waiting permission, their 
faces wMte with fury, left the council room forthwith. 
Now they could hear the booming of guns. The batfle 
was on. 

Three hours and a half later, Downie’s flag fluttered 
down from his masthead, Mmself sorely wounded, his 
sMp shot to pieces, its decks littered with dead and dying 
men. Macdonough’s splendid seamen and his brilliant 
seamansMp had won, won a complete victory wMch was 
his before a gun was fixed. 

On the deck of the “ Confiance,” Jason stood in com- 
mand watching a gunner train his gun upon an escaping 
gunboat. 

“ Don’t shoot,” he ordered. “ Let Mm go. We have 
done enough for to-day. I know the captain.” It was 
Hector Fraser. 

On the deck upon Ms face lay a man groaning. Jason 
went to him, turned Mm over, easing his position. 

“ Surgeon, here, quick,” he said. “ Look at this man. 
He must not die. I tell you, he must not die.” 

“ We win do our best, sir, but he looks bad.” 

“ See that he gets every attention. Get Mm to the 
hospital with all speed.” He kneeled down and lifted 
the man’s head. “ Rory, my boy, this is too bad. Drink 
tMs.” 

“Your luck — Jason. And Prevost’s — damnable — 
treadiery.” 

Don’t try to talk, Rory. We will get you at once to 
•hospital. We will see ypu through, never fear.” 

“ hdadddne ! ” whispered Rory. * 
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“ I will get her at once.” 

The battle of Plattsburg, a smashing victory for the 
navy, secured for the Americans command of Lake 
Champlain, as Perry’s victory at Put-in-Bay had that of 
Lake Erie. It was the last Canadian fight of the war. 

Prevost without firing a shot hurried his splendid army, 
the greatest ever marshalled upon Canadian soil, with all 
speed to his encampment at Chambly, followed by the 
execrations of his oflScers and the open insults of his 
soldiers, who left his command in hmdreds without 
orders. 

The day after the battle a messenger with every sign 
of hard travel upon him arrived at the Chambly camp 
inquiring for Simon Fraser. No man in camp was eaaer 
to find and none more difficult to get at. For Simon 
Fraser it was who was at the civilian end of the com- 
missariat for Prevost’s army and, with a staff of clerks, 
firom early mom till late at night Simon was at his desk. 

“ A messenger for you, sir,” said an orderly. 

“ I cannot see him at present. Tell him to wait.” 

“ He says he is firom Plattsburg, sir.” 

Simon dropped the list in his hand. 

“ From Plattsburg ? Send him in.” 

The messenger appeared to have reached the last limit 
of his powers. 

“ Mr. Simon Fraser ? ” 

“Ay? Let me have it. Give the man a drink.” 

He took the despatch, tore it open. 

“ The Lord help her,” he groaned. “ Angus ! ” A 
young man came in. “You will bring Mrs. Colond 
Fenwick to me at once. Let nothing stay her.” A few 
minutes he sat in concentrated thoi^t. “ Ay, that will 
be the best,” he said. 

“ McPherson ! ” he called. A middle-aged man ap- 
peared. “ Take careful notice of these things. They are 
important. I am sending Miss Josette McNab to I^tts- 
burg with the utmost possible speed. A relay of canoes 
to In Colie and, if the wind is ffivourable, Mr. Hecfta^i? 



288 THE ROCK AND THE RIVER 

yacht, if not the swiftest possible bateau. At La Colle 
Snd Mr. Hector. He will take command. At Platts- 
burg, he is to find either General Van Rensselaer or 
Captain Jason Appleby or the next in command. The 
necessary passes will be prepared immediately. Let 
nothing take precedence of these orders. And send your 
swiftest runner to make preparations in advance. ' Send 
Aleck to me.” 

“ Aleck, take this messenger, give him food and drink.” 

Without hat or coat, l^s. Fenwick came r unning , 
“ My dear Mr. Fraser 

He held up his hand. “ Thank you, Mrs. Fen- 
wick. This letter came from Mrs. Rory Fraser. Her 
husband is desperately wounded. She asks for Miss 
Josette McNab. She must be on her way to Plattsburg at 
the earliest moment. I know you for a sensible woman.” 

Within half an hour Simon Fraser and Mrs. Fenwick 
were at the landing bidding adieu and bon voyage to 
Josette, who sat in a canoe headed for Plattsburg. Aris- 
tide Granier was at the stem paddle. 

“ Aristide. Listen. You will be relieved at the end 
of ten miles. I have chosen you because Hector says you 
are the best man on the river. This demands yomr best 
speed. Pass the word on.” 

Aristide threw up his paddle in salute, stripped oflF his 
jacket. Three quick powerfijl strokes and the men settled 
down to the quick, light, tireless, racing stroke of the 
voyageur, the whole body behind the stroke. 

“ My love, my dear love to Rory,” cried Simon in a 
breaking voice. “ I would come jf I coidd.” 

“ I will teU him. He will understand. And the 
Malbaie letters ? ” 

“ I win send them within the hour. And say to her, 
we shall be thinking of her,” said Simon, and stood follow- 
ing with dim eyes the speeding craft leaping with every 
lift of the 'swaying bodies. 

“ Simon, you are a man after my own heart,” said Mrs. 
Foawick, putting her hand within his arm. 
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“ He is a son to me and dear as my life ! ” said Simon, 
dasliing his hand across his eyes. 

Three redays of canoe-men and Hector at La GoUe 
took Josette to his yacht. There was a gale blowing 
down the lake. 

“ It wiU be rough, Josette,” said Hector, after greeting 
her. 

“ Rough ? Oh, let us hurry I ” 

In less than two hours the yacht was at the Plattsburg 
dock with twenty-five miles of wild water behind her. 
They found General Van Rensselaer himself waiting. 

“ Miss Josette McNab, sir,” said Hector. 

The General bowed as if she had been of the blood 
royal. 

Rory ? ” said Josette. 

“ Doing well ! ” 

“ Good-bye, Hector. I will tell Madeleine and Rory 
too how good you have been.” 

" Give my love to them both,” said Hector. 

“ You will come to them, perhaps. You wiU come ? 
He wiU want you. Perhaps,” she said timidly, “ General 
Van Rensselaer can arrange.” 

“ Certainly, Miss Josette,” said the General. 

“ To-morrow, perhaps. La CoUe wiU find me, sir.” 

“ I will send the necessary pass, sir. Good-bye,” said 
the General. 

There was a warm welcome waiting Josette firom 
Madeleine. 

“ So good of you to come, dear. I fdt somehow 
terribly alone. Already I feel so much better and 
stronger/’ 

Josette delivered Simon’s messages. 

“ What a splendid man he is ! ” said Madeleine. “ And 
he loves Rory.” 

“ And Hector, too, was so kind, so splendid. He 
broxjght me to the dock here himself. He sent Ms love 
to you and to the others. He may be hwe to-morrow.” 

“That would be good,” said Madeleine. 

L 
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The day following found Madeleine rested, bright, 
brave and in command of her soul, ministering to her 
three patients, Max, Alain and Rory, who had been 
brought to a private hospital provided by General Van 
Rensselaer and equipped with every device and comfort 
necessary to the well-being of the patients. 

“ What news to-day ? ” inquired General Van Rensse- 
laer, who was making his daily visit to the hospital. 

“ Better news, uncle. Josette has done us all good. 
Alain and Max were greatly cheered by her coming.” 

“And Rory?” 

A shadow fell upon the bright face. 

“ The doctor is anxious, I can see. He is so restless. 
We cannot get him to sleep except by opiates, and the 
doctor says he is afraid to give him any more. This is 
the fourth day. Oh, it is so sad to see him.” 

Hour after hour Rory lay tossing in delirium. A word 
from Madeleine would recall him, and for a few minutes 
he would speEik sanely, only to wander off again into 
incoherent babbling. A deepening shadow rested upon 
the hospital ais the days went on. 

A visit from Hector helped them all. He came to the 
door of Rory’s room. Madeleine rose with a little cry. 

“ Hector ! You are come. I am so glad ! ” 

His eyes searched her face. He asked no question, but 
sat down beside her vdth his eyes on Rory’s face. She 
wondered at the change in Mm. The hardness, the 
cynical, selfish petulance were gone. Strength, nobility, 
Mndliness had taken their place. As he gazed upon the 
worn, pale face and listened to the iiicoherent and mean- 
ingless stream of words, his face began to work strangely. 
The silent tears gathered and flowed unheeded down his 
cheeks. 

“ Oh, Rory, Rory,” he murmured. “ Is it come to 
this ? Poor old boy.” He turned to Madeleine. “ For- 
give me, Madeleine,” he said. “ I should not be so 
weak.” 

“ I love you for it. Hector,” she said. “ You know he 
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to love you and admire you so these last months. 
And he was so proud of you.” 

“Anything in me worth while I owe to him. Oh, 
Rory boy,” he said, taking the thin hand and putting it 
to his lips. “ It was you, it was you that brought me 
back. It was you that made me come.” 

Rory’s eyes turned towards him. 

“ Hector ! ” he said. “ It is Hector ! My dear old 
boy ! What a fight ! And you — ^in your — ^Uttle — gun- 
boat — ^popping away — ^like a — good fellow ! ” 

“ Oh, why did you come back, Rory ? ” 

“ I thought — I might — ^hold Downie — ^back — ^but — ^I 
was — ^too late — ^too late 

“Yes, too late for Downie — ^too soon for yourself.” 

“ Too late ! Prevost ! Too late ! ” He was oflf again 
babbling. 

“ Hector came to see you firom Ghambly, Rory,” said 
Madeleine, trying to recall him. 

“ From Ghambly ? Hector,” his voice grew anxious, 

“you must escape. They will — shoot you You 

must — dhurry Go — go ! ” 

“ All right, Rory. I have a pass. No danger. Ah, 
lad, if you would only take care of yourself. But not 
you. Adways in the place of danger. Always the same' 
—at Ghateauguay, at Plattsburg — ^at Burlington— never a 
thought of yourself ! ” Hector’s tears were flowing again. 
“ I am ashamed of myself, Madeleine,” he said, “ but to 
s«:e this man, the finest, best, strongest on the Fleuve, 
breaks me up. And you are so brave.” 

“ I must be. Hector ! He needs me.” 

“ My Gk)d, yes ! That’s the word.” He dashed away 
his tears. Then after a moment’s pause he said quietly, 
“Tell me what I can do, Madeleine, to help.”_ 

“ You might see Alain. He is worse again. His heart 
is breaking for Rory.” 

“ I will see him.” He rose from his chair. “ Let me 
know if I can help.” 

“ It helps just to see you, Hector— so — so-- — 
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" So different ! Yes, thank God, I hope I am. I was 
a selfish brute ” 

“ So splendid. Hector.” 

“ I owe it all to him,” said Hector. “ Where is 
Alain ? ” 

“ I will take you to him.” 

Alain welcomed Hector with a glad cry that broke 
into a sob as he clutched his hand. 

“ Hector, you have come ! He is worse ! Ah, mon 
Dieu ! He is dying ! ” The boy tried to rise from his 
bed. 

“ Alain,” said Hector quietly, “ you and I are the only 
men he has here. We must be steady. He needs us.” 

“ I can’t,” sobbed the boy. “ You don’t understand ! 
All my life it has been Rory. I never had father, mother, 
only Rory — ^never had a girl — only Rory. Ah, mon 
Dieu, c’est impossible. No, I must speak English. He 
always said that.” 

“ Alain. You are a man ! A brave man ! On the 
‘ Gonfiance ’ none was braver ! None fought a better 
fight — ^so everybody says.” 

“ You, Hector ! ” cried the boy. “ In your gunboat, 
you ” 

“ Listen, Alain. Rory needs you, and Madeleine 
needs you. We must not be selfish, we must think of 
them.” 

“ Yes,” whispered the boy. “ Selfish ? No, no. He 
was never selfish ! Always his duty. No ! ” his voice 
rang out strong. “ I will be strong ! Madeleine, forgive 
me. I will not be selfish.” 

“ Dear Alain ! ” 

“ But, Madeleine, I would like to see him before — 
again.” 

Of course you will see him,” "said Hector. “ Now 
good night.” 

Al^ caught his hand, checked himself as he stooped 
to kiss it, shook hands like a man instead, and widi a 
man’s vdce said : 
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“Good-bye, Hector. Gome again.” 

“ Surely I will,” said Hector. “ Good-bye, Madeleine. 
I shall see you to-morrow. I am not going away. The 
orderly will know where to get me.” 

“Thank God for you. Hector.” She shyly put her 
arms round his neck, kissed him and returned to her 
weary watch. 

Later Josette came to her. 

“Alain is quite quiet now. He says he is going to 
sleep. And he will. So now you will let me take your 
place for an hour or two, Madeleine.” 

“ Oh, no, I can sleep here ! ” 

“ No, Madeleine. Hector said you were to let me take 
your place. Go to your room. I will call you in a little 
while. You must keep strong for us all. We all depend 
on you. There is a hot bath ready for you.” 

“ Oh, thank you, dear Josette. You are so thoughtful. 
Yes, I must be strong. I will go and sleep.” 

A few hours of sleep, a bath, and breakfast and Mad- 
eleine came into Rory’s room, bright, fresh and smiling. 

“ Now, Josette, you will go and do what I have done. 
No, not a word ! It is an order. Your bath is waiting. 
Sleep, food, and you will be strong for us all. I feel so 
strong.” 

She had need of her strength that day. It was after- 
noon when the doctor came on his roxmds. 

“ How has he been to-day ? ” 

“ He seems quieter, doctor,” she said. “ No, no sleep, 
but quieter.” 

The doctor examined him carefully, his face very 
grave. He signalled a nurse to come in. 

“ Dear lady,” he said, “ come with me.” 

He took her out into the garden, where late flowers- 
still lingered and where the maples were arrayed in their 
brilliant robes of death. 

“ What is it, doctor ? ” she said with white lips. Tod 
well she knew. “ How long ? ” she said, her blue eyes 
wide open with fear of what she knew was coming. 
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“ You have been wonderful, Mrs. Fraser. He will need 
you a few hours longer.” 

“ Hours ? ” she echoed, swaying a little as she held fast 
to the tree. 

“ Perhaps a day ! Can you ” 

Her eyes were closed. Her lips were moving. The 
doctor bowed his head. 

“ You will not fail him ? ” he seiid. 

“ No, I will not fail him.” Her voice was clear and 
steady. “ God will help me to help him. I must not, 
I will not fail him. Any orders, doctor ? ” 

“ Nothing new. God help you, dear lady.” He took 
her hand, kissed it and was gone. 

A few moments she stood looking out through the 
glorious leafage to the gleaming water of the bay. Then 
down a path she passed into the woods. V^en she 
came back there was upon her face a touch of that light 
not of sun or moon or stars, but only from the face of 
God. 

With that light upon her face she went in to meet her 
husband. 

He turned his weary eyes to greet her. 

“ Madeleine ! ” he said. “ How lovely you are, 
darling ! You look happy ! ” 

“ Yes, darling. So happy. And you ? ” 

“ Oh, so happy. You love me ! Nine happy months 
— wonderful months since I was — ^sure again — iha-t — ^you 
loved me — ever since — that night — ^when I — ^kissed you — 
and you kissed me — I knew then again — ^Madel^ne — ^you 
loved me.” 

“ Often I have thanked God you kissed me that night, 
Rory dear. That night brought back the first happy 
days.” 

“ Happy days ! Ah, yes — Chappy days — ^wonderful 

days — couldn’t believe — ^you — could — ^love me ” 

He lay quite still, and on his face the light of love. 

In an a<yoining room the others sat together, waiting. 
Hector, Alain, Josette and Max, waiting, they dared not 
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say for what, while the slow hours moved on towards the 
evening. DuUy upon their ears fell the sound of carriage 
wheels. They cared not to look, when before they were 
aware a lady stood among them. In a moment all were 
on their feet and crowding about her. It was Miss 
Christine. 

Their silence stunned her. White as a ghostly visitant, 
she turned her eyes from one to the other. At length she 
whispered : 

“ He is gone ? ” ^ 

“No, not yet,” said Alain. 

She sank weakly into a chair. 

“What in Heaven’s name do you mean scaring me 
like that ? ” She flung off bonnet and cloak. “ Where 
is he ? ” she demanded. 

" In there ? ” said Josette, pointing to the room. 

“ Bring Madeleine ! ” she ordered. 

Josette went swiftly and brought Madeleine back with 
her. 

“ Christine,” cried the girl, her hands lifted high. 

“ Tut, tut ! No nonsense, child ! These people very 
nearly scared me to death. How is he ? ” 

“ Very near the end,” said Madeleine, clinging to her. 

“ Don’t believe it. Is it a fatal wound ? Hector, you 
are a man of sense. Is the wound fatal ? ” 

“ Not necessarily so.” 

“ Then he won’t die. You don’t know what stuff that 
boy is made of. A dozen times the doctor has given him 
up for dead, but he just 'fooled them all. Haven’t I 
brought that boy up ! Don’t tell me ! Don’t dare tell 
me ! Take me to him.” 

“ Let me go first and prepare him ” 

“ Nonsense ! I’m not so beautiful as some, but I’ve 
never shocked anyone to death by my looks.” 

Into the room she passed ■with Madeleiue, the others 
filtering at the door in amazed imcertainty as to what 
might happen. Critically Miss Christine examined his 
face, touched his pulse. 
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“ When has he eaten last ? ” was her first question like 
a shot firom a gun. 

“ Not since morning. He couldn’t eat,” said Mad- 
eleine. 

“ Heugh ! Have you any beef-tea, strong beef-tea ? 
No ! What then ? Slops, I suppose. Any mSk ? Bring 
me some. Any rum, brandy, Scotch? Good stuff, I 
mean? Bring me some.” Everyone was moving to 
obey her orders. 

With a glass of milk and brandy she stood over the sick 
man. 

“ Well, Rory ! ” she said in a clear firm voice. 

He opened his eyes, and quite tuiamazed smiled at her. 

“ Feeling better, eh ? Take this.” She gave him a 
teaspoonful of the mixture. “Another? Of course.” 
He took a second. “ One more ? ” He took a third. 
“ Oh, that will do. You were always ready to make a 
pig of yourself. Your mother sends her love to you, 
Rory ! ” she said, in a matter-of-fact voice as if announcing 
a change in the weather. 

“ Mother ? ” whispered Rory. 

“ Yes. She is much better. I left her about thirty-six 
hours ago.” She did not say that she had travelled con- 
tinuously night and day those thirty-six hours, by yacht, 
bateau and canoe. “ She told me she was expecting you 
home soon.” 

Rory shook his head feebly. “ I’m done — Christme — 
going 

“Done? Don’t talk nonsense. Your mother wants 
to see you. You are not going to disappoint her. That 
would be a beastly trick.” Again he shook his head. 
“Don’t shake your head at me. You always were a 
stubborn little devil. Your mother wants you home, and 
home you are going to go. And besides, look at this girl 
here. Do you know her ? ” 

“ Maddeine I ” whispered Rory, a wonderful, pitiful 
smile illuminating his haggard face. 

The smile almost did for Miss Christine. There was a 
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quick, choking breath, but as quickly she was herself 
again. 

“ Wdl, this girl needs you. She married you. Came 
all the way to Ghambly to do it. You can’t desert her 
now. Listen to me.” His eyes, so big, so blue, so hungry, 
were fixed upon her face with a strange intensity. “ You 
are going to get well, and no nonsense about it. What’s 
wrong with you ? ” 

“ He can’t sleep, Christine. He hasn’t slept for days,” 
said Madeleine. 

“ Time he did then. Here, drink some more of this.” 

Rory grinned at her. “You — ^would be — a great — 
sergeant-major — ^Miss Christine,” he whispered. 

“ You take your drink ! ” 

He did. A half-dozen teaspoonfuls, to his own and the 
company’s amazement. 

“ Sit down, you people. Don’t stand there gawking.” 
Like children detected in mischief they took seats about 
the room. “ What you want, young man, is sonaeone to 
make you mind. And a good whiff of Malbaie air. My 
stars, you ought to see Cap I’Aigle. One glorious mass 
of colour. Never mind. We’ll have you there before 
long.” With her keen eyes upon his face she talked of 
Malbaie and its people and their doings. 

Rory began to wander. But his mind was off in new 
tracks. 

“ Steady ! Ma chere,” he muttered. “ No, no— -not 

yet — ah then — wait just a little ” His voice trailed 

off into silence. 

“ He is driving Vitesse,” whispered Al^. 

Then he began humming an old French-Canadian 
chanson. 

“ What is he singing, Josette ? ” whispered Miss Chris- 
tine. “ I can’t remember.” 

“ ‘ Gai Ion la, gai le rosier,’ ” said Josette. 

“ Yes, that’s it. Sing it, Josette,” ordered Miss Chri^ 
tine. “ You too, Alain.” 

With a great ^ort Josette began and Alain 
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Softly and in beautiful harmony they sang the jolly old 
chanson, Rory keeping time with his hand : 

“ Par denier’ chez ma tante 
Lui ya-t-un bois joli ; 

Le rosignol y chante 
Et le jour et la nuit. 

Gai Ion la, gai le rosier 
Du joli mois de mai.” 

“Keep on, keep on. Don’t stop, for God’s sake,” 
lurged Miss Christine, her voice hoarse, almost breaking. 

On and on through the interminable story the song 
moved. 

“ Oh, don’t stop,” begged Christine in a voice that 
shook for all her brusqueness, and gallantly the two went 
on with one song after another. 

“ Now ‘ A la Claire Fontain,’ ” whispered Miss Chris- 
tine. 

As they sang that loveliest of French-Canadian chansons, 
Rory’s eyes actually began to droop. Madeleine fell on 
her knees, her head beside Rory’s on the pillow, holding 
his hand in hers and gently patting his shoulder. 

Before the song was finished Rory was sleeping, his 
breast rising and falling lightly as a baby’s. For an hour 
more the singing went on. Hector relieving Alain now and 
then. 

“ God bless me, look at that ! ” whispered Christiae. 

Side by side on the same pillow the two heads, the red 
and the gold, lay, while both slept the sleep of exhausted 
vitality. 

Next morning as the pearly grey of the new day was 
I stealing up over the maples on the eastern horizon, the 
' doctor came tiptoeing into the room and stood in utter 
anaazement at the scene before his eyes. Miss Ch^stme 
was holding a cup of beef-tea to Rory’s lips. 

“ A little more, Rory. Gome ! No nonsense ! ” And 
Rory like a child obeying, drank and once more, turning 
his head wearily on his pillow, slept. 
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The doctor came and laid his finger on the pulse, 
listened to the heart-beat and stood back in silent wonder. 

“ That boy is better ! ” he said slowly. “ What in 
Heaven’s name have you been doing to him ? Who are 
you, anyway ? ” 

“ Hush ! ” commanded Miss Christine, beckoning him 
into the next room. 

The doctor without a word followed, Madeleine behind 
him, her face radiant as the morning. Miss Christine 
shut the door softly behind them and faced the doctor. 

“ What have you done to him ? That boy is going to 
live,” he said in dazed wonder. 

“ Of course he’s going to live. Do you think I would 
travel more than two hundred miles to see him die ? ” 

As Miss Christine was speaking Madeleine sank on her 
knees beside her, caught her hand, and pressing passionate 
kisses upon it sobbed out : “ Thank God you came to 
him. He will live ! Oh, my darling, he will live ! ” 
Miss Christine dropped on her knees beside her and 
gathered her into her arms. 

“ There, there, child, cry all you like,” she said, her 
own tears falling fast. “Run away, I am busy, and 
come later.” 

In meek obedience the doctor tiptoed firom the room. 

“ God in heaven ! What a woman ! " he said to him- 
self. “ I verily believe that boy will live.” 

In the adjoining room a strange scene was being en- 
acted. The three men, Alain, Max and Hector, were 
circling round in silent Indian war dance, hopping from 
one foot to the other and going through soundless motions 
of the Indian war-song : “ Kai-yai ! Kai-yai ! Hai • 
Hail Hai!” 

“ Ye daft loons 1 Let be ! Have ye gone mad ? ” 

“ We have, Miss Christine 1 We have ! And can you 
blame us ? He’s going to live ! He’s going to live,” 
cried Alain in a stage whisper. Again the door opened 
and Madeleine appeared. A single moment she stood in 
amazed wonder. 
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“ Cliristine ! ” she cried. “ He is asVing for you ? 
What do you think, Christine ? ” 

“ Why not ? If these daft loons will only behave them- 
selves and do as they are bid.” 

Solemnly the men promised and filed into the room. 

“ Here they are,” announced Miss Christine. “ Look 
at them. A daft pack. And,” shaking a finger as 
Madeleine, “ she’s the daftest of the lot. Now say good 
morning and off with ye.” 

The big, blue eyes staring out above the white cheeks 
rested for a moment upon each face. Then two great 
tears stole silently down the hollows of his cheeksf 

“ I couldn’t — ^bear— to leave — you,” he whispered with 
a smile. “ So — I think — I am coming — back.” 

‘‘ Out with you ! ” said Miss Christine in a fierce 
whisper, her own eyes running over, and marshalled them 
from the room, leaving the two alone. 

For a few moments Rory lay as if asleep, then opening 
his eyes he feebly moved his hand. Swiftly she came 
and kneeled beside him. 

“ Happy ? ” he whispered. 

She laid her face beside his. A little sigh breathed from 
her lips. 

“ Rory, you have come back. You are here.” 


THE END 
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